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FADE IN: 


EXT. INDUSTRIAL SHIPPING DOCK — NIGHT 


Black sludge perpetually churns in a man-made HARBOR, tickled by 
the orange glow of work lamps. Mechanized SCAFFOLDS, CONVEYORS 
and TRANSPORT CARRIAGES load and unload leviathan CONTAINER 
SHIPS, as skyscraping CRANES stand sentry, seemingly sentient. 


Only a fistful of HUMANS, in pristine white coveralls, oversee 
the ROBOTIC loading/unloading process. 


A TREMENDOUS EXPLOSION on one of the ships!!! A stack of 
SHIPPING CONTAINERS IGNITES in a heartbeat, triggering other 
pockets of the ship to burst into FLAMES. First, the human 
overseers move toward the calamity, then they RUN AWAY. 


FOOM!!! The entire SHIP COMBUSTS!!! Blinding WHITE LIGHT fills 
the sky as if daylight, a CACOPHONY exceeding measurable 
decibels drowns the environment, a SHOCKWAVE throws the 
carriages aside and shudders the cranes like a child’s toys! 


A CRANE buckles, collapsing onto the ship and into the harbor. 
After the MUSHROOM CLOUD INCINERATION fades, all that’s left is 
a TOWERING INFERNO, toxic BLACK SMOKE blotting out the sky. 
ASHEN DEBRIS sprinkles down as if a perverse calming snowfall... 


FADE INTO: 
INT. FIREPLACE HEARTH — DAY 


A picturesque ROARING FIRE cracks and pops in a stonework 
hearth, glowing effervescent amber; a storybook midwinter 
sanctuary. WHUMP! Into the perfect conflagration lands a limp, 
almost-brand new CHICAGO BEARS FOOTBALL JERSEY. 


BEWILDERED MAN (0.S.) 
God DAMN this USELESS holiday! 


INT. CHICAGO SOUTH SIDE (BEVERLY) LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


The fireplace sits in one wall of a modest yet spacious Chicago- 
style bungalow FRONTROOM (Chicagoans pronounce it “frunchroom”). 
The BEWILDERED MAN, the jersey thrower, is UNCLE MIKE: mustache, 
50’s, pudgy, now wearing a pit-stained undershirt. 


Many other interchangeable AUNTS, UNCLES and COUSINS lounge and 
watch THE BEARS GAME on TV. 


UNCLE DANNY 
Calm down, they’re only down by 11. 


UNCLE MIKE 
Every year with this team! Why do 
they even play on Thanksgiving?! 


Entering the fray with a platter of HORS D’OUEVRES is AMY 
BRANNIGAN, 45, peppy, brunette, full-bodied, a razor-sharp 
loquacity. With a self-aware, after-school-special affectation: 


AMY 
Because it’s a holiday tradition. 
And our traditions tie us to our 
past and bond us to our family... 


UNCLE TOMMY 
You have a point there, sis. I do 
remember dad was a big fan of 
throwing nice things into the 
fireplace in a fit of rage. 


AMY 
And I am carrying on the tradition 
of mom’s top secret pickled 
herring & brie deviled eggs... 


Amy sets the platter down on the coffee table and it is SWARMED. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
Now, Mike, get your jersey out of 
the fireplace. The smell of melting 
toxic lycra is overpowering my 
autumnal candles. 


AUNT CORINNE 
What scents are those, Amy? 


AMY 
“Indian Summer” and “Squaw Valley 
Breeze.” (MORE) 


AMY (CONT'D) 
(pumped up) 
They were both 80% off because the 
names are kinda racist and very 
racist, respectively. 


One of the hors d’ouevres assailants is NELLIE WIGSTROM, 45, 
slight, blonde, bubbly with a pragmatic edge. Re: the food: 


NELLIE 
Oh yes! I knew there’s a reason I 
don’t go home for the holidays. 


AUNT CHRISTINE 
Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. 


NELLIE 
Don’t be. My family traditions 
were bad parents and even worse 
hors d’ouevres. 


UNCLE DANNY 
We're glad to have ya, Nellie. 
You’re like the sister we never had. 


Joking, Amy snatches Uncle Danny’s plate from his grasp. After a 
moment of playful vengeance, she hands it back, tsk tsking. 


AMY 
There’s cold White Castle for 
anyone who’s not nice to the cook. 
Same for anybody who doesn’t help 
out — Tyler, we're decorating the 
tree later, right? 


TYLER KOPCEK, 14, shaggy hair, lanky but already maturing, pipes 
up from a corner. 


TYLER 
Uh, maybe...what time? 


AMY 
The Christmas Season starts at 
sundown, so later tonight! And don’t 
fill up on appetizers, turkey’s out 
of the oven at 1:30 sharp! 


Uncle Mike grunts and swears, struggling to pluck his jersey 
from the searing coals. Amy LEAVES. Nellie arises and follows. 


INT. AMY'S HOUSE — IN TRANSIT — CONTINUOUS 


The WHOLE HOUSE is adorned top to bottom with over-the-top 
decorations autumnal: false GARLANDS of leaves, CORNUCOPIAS, 
PILGRIM ARTWORK, etc. Amy waltzes through her domain, addressing 
each detail and miniscule crisis with ease. To herself: 


AMY 
Okay, Steve’s dessert is in the 
oven; potatoes about to be mashed; 
we have...three high chairs for 
Becky, Hannah, and Aunt Flossy... 


AUNT FLOSSY 
Thank you... 


A TINY AUNT FLOSSY, 90, stands in the hallway as Amy passes. 
Aunt Flossy is like, REALLY SHORT. Nellie catches up as Amy 
pauses to inspect a carpet RUNNER in a hallway: 


AMY 
How’s this runner look? I got it 
on discount because the pattern 
gives some people seizures. 


NELLIE 
It’s beautiful. As long as I don’t 
walk over it too fast. Everything 
looks great, Amy. You’ve put more 
thought into a throw rug than most 
people do their entire Christmas. 


AMY 
You know how I am. I love an 
excuse to decorate and celebrate. 
And I love winter. You know Hayley 
was born — 


NELLIE 
- born on Thanksgiving. Yes, I 
know. What are you doing for her 
birthday tomorrow? 


Amy SIGHS heavily and rolls her eyes, a snag in her superhuman 
cardigan of goodwill and positivity. Notably curt: 


AMY 
She said she didn’t want to do 
anything, since they all have the 
winter recital tomorrow. Last night 
she stayed downtown with Ron. 


NELLIE 
Okay. Sorry. How are the kids doing 
with Ron not around this yea- 


AMY 
Maddie! 


INT. TV ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


In a back TV ROOM off the hallway, MADDIE KOPCEK, 8, DANCES on a 
couch in her pajamas. She’s watching the insane MR. KLIPPLES THE 
INTERGALACTIC GIRAFFE SHOW. Amy and Nellie stand accusingly in 
the doorway. Amy is stern, but playful: 


AMY 
What did I tell you about feet on 
the couch? 


MADDIE 
My feet weren’t on the couch! 


AMY 
Do you know what obstreperous means? 


MADDIE 
Yesss... 


AMY 
What does it mean? 


MADDIE 
<... I don’t know... 


Amy clings to her act of disciplinary intent, but Maddie is too 
cute to stay upset with. The adults move on. 


AMY 
Get off the couch baby, and you 
better be in your dress when it’s 
dinner time! 


MADDIE 
Mama, I want a Mr. Klipples doll! 


INT. AMY'S PANTRY — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie and Amy navigate through the crowded, kinetic KITCHEN 
into the adjacent tiny PANTRY, no more than a closet. 


AMY 
Do you think these Jamaican 
Cinnamon baked beans are gonna be 
too,...y’know, political? Because I 
want the beans to be beany enough. 


NELLIE 
Amy, the beans are beany enough, 
there will be enough food, YOU are 
enough. 


AMY 
That’s a strange thing to say in 
the middle of a bean conversation. 


NELLIE 
How are you? I’m asking since maybe 
no one else has asked lately? 


AMY 
I’m fine. 


NELLIE 
I meant with the divorce. 


AMY 
I know what you meant. 


It is a heavy finality. Nellie soaks it in and exhales. 


NELLIE 
I’m just saying. My folks split up 
when I was young and the holidays 
were tough. And when we (MORE) 


NELLIE (CONT’D) 
were growing up, nobody ever 
talked about anything. And that’s 
not good...if you’re worked up 
about Ron, I’m here for you. 


AMY 
Thanks. But I’m not worked up about 
Ron. I’m concerned the seashell 
soap in the bathroom is too smooth 
and just looks like normal soap. 


NELLIE 
Okay. Good talk. 


FSSZHH! CLANG! A COMMOTION from the kitchen! 


INT. KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS 


On the stovetop, a POT OF POTATOES BOILS OVER, steaming water 
spilling to the floor! Amy swoops in: she kills the burner, 
finds oven mitts, and places the pot on a rack on the counter. 


Deftly, she plucks a PINCH OF SALT out of a dish and tosses it 
into the pot, then drops a towel on the spill on the floor. 
Nellie observes, impressed by Amy’s domestic sixth sense. 


Through the back door steps STEVE LARMER, 40, African-American, 
high-energy and neurotically curious. He approaches Amy. 


AMY 
Hey Steve. You remember my bestie 
Nellie... 

STEVE 


Yeah, 4% of July, right? 


Steve knocks some dusty snow off his arms and pulls off a glove; 
he and Nellie shake hands. He turns back to Amy, chiding: 


STEVE (CONT'D) 
You could just give me the recipe. 


AMY 
My secret family recipe? No can 
do. Plus it’s my pleasure to help 
out this year. How’s Kelly doing? 


STEVE 
Not great. 
(off Nellie) 
102 fever. Now I’m gonna have to 
do all the shopping tomorrow. 


NELLIE 
We're making a Black Friday trip. 
Wanna tag along? 


AMY 
Yeah, I could use the help. 


STEVE 
Really? That would be huge. I get 
anxiety shopping at vending 
machines, so any support to take 
the pressure off would be great. 


Amy LOOKS outside through her blinds. Steve notices and takes a 
look as well. Nellie notices this and takes her own gander: 


THEIR P.O.V. — CONTINUOUS 


Across the street is a grandiose MANSION, out of place in the 
working-class neighborhood. A CATERING VAN is parked in the 
driveway, WORKMEN unloading large aluminum trays. 


Impatiently waiting for them to finish is an elegant, Hispanic 
goddess of 50, SYLVIA ROJAS-FERRARA-RUIZ. She is perfectly made- 
up and wears the chicest fashion. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


STEVE 
I hope none of those guys scuff 
the marble in her front foyer. 
That woman’s Yelp reviews could 
cost a Christmas bonus or two. 


AMY 
Or worse. I heard she got a bad 
delivery from Hello Fresh ona 
weekend — the following Monday 
their stock tanked 30 points. 
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NELLIE 
Who is she? 


STEVE 
Sylvia Rojas-Ferrara-Ruiz. Married 
into the Lemonhead family two 
marriages ago. I’ve never met a 
ballbuster like her. 


AMY 
She’s a good firecracker to have 
on the P.T.A. Woman gets what she 
wants... 


BEEP! Off goes the oven timer. Amy opens the oven, withdrawing a 
steaming pan of DESSERTY GOODNESS. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
(to Steve) 
Ooey-Gooey Pumpkin Butter Cake... 
give that ten minutes and you’re 
good to go. TYLER! POTATOES! 


Tyler appears at the kitchen door. 
TYLER 
Aw c'mon, mom! The Bears are still 


on and they’re only down by 18! 


UNCLE MIKE (0.S.) 
God DAMN this team! 


AMY 
Get to mashin’ mister. 


Tyler rolls his eyes but acquiesces, trudging into the kitchen. 
Amy looks out the window again: 
P.O.V. AMY — CONTINUOUS 


Sylvia barks at the hired hands: “Rapido, rapido, rapido!" 
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INT. DINING ROOM — A LITTLE LATER 


The family congregates around the table. Various hands — Nellie, 
Tyler, Steve — carry out one decadent dish at a time. Greedy 
nibblers are slapped away by observant mother hens. 


NELLIE 
Five minutes ‘til turkey! 


UNCLE DANNY 
So, Maddie, are you excited for 
the Christmas Pageant tomorrow? 


MADDIE 
It’s not a Christmas Pageant, it’s 
an All-Faiths Wintertime Recital. 
Mama’s gonna make my Kwanzaa 
Candle outfit. 


Uncle Tommy SIGHTS Steve and points to him impolitely. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Hey, Kwanzaa, huh?!?! 


The entire table swivels expectantly to Steve. He looks to them 
awkwardly. Finally, he cracks, raising what barely passes for a 
BLACK POWER FIST: 


STEVE 
Uh, yeah. Go Kwanzaa. 


Uncle Tommy nods approvingly to Steve. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Niiice. 


TYLER 
I’m playing Santa Claus. 


UNCLE DANNY 
(trolling) 
Santa Claus? Isn’t that a 
Christmas character? 


TYLER 
Yeah, but we compromised by also 
making him a Rabbi. 
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AUNT PATTY 
Amy, where’s Hayley at? 


AMY 
I don’t know, Patty. I just know 
she’s an hour late already. MIKE! 


Amy plops down a dish of cranberry sauce; the impact betrays 
annoyance, anger. Uncle Mike appears from the living room. 


UNCLE MIKE 
C’mon! Can’t I eat in here?! The 
Cowboys game is about to start. 


AMY 
Dallas is the afternoon game for a 
reason: it puts people to sleep. 
Come eat like a civilized person. 


UNCLE MIKE 
Okay. The late game is Tampa Bay/ 
Vegas, and if the NFL’s marketing 
is to be believed, THAT will be a 
new Thanksgiving classic! 


INT. DINING ROOM — LATER — QUICK CUTS 


THE FEAST is on. Cranberry sauce and sweet potato puree slopped 
onto plates, succulent white meat stripped off the glistening 
carcass, wine flowing, the Jamaican Cinnamon Beans beyond beany. 


Her fagade now cracking, Amy avoids the boisterous celebration, 
pacing the frunchroom, eyeing the street with annoyance and 
dread. Finally she spies SOMETHING outside. Her brow furrows. 


EXT. AMY’S HOUSE — MOMENTS LATER 


A sleek TESLA silently cruises up. HAYLEY KOPCEK, 18, dirty 
blonde hair, dressed not-provocative-but-not-quite-appropriate, 
sits shotgun. She laughs with her dad RON KOPCEK, 45, doughy, 
five o’clock shadow, greasy hair, slick suit and gold rings. 


Amy storms out of her house to the Tesla, pulling open Hayley’s 
door. She sneers at both of them, mostly Ron. 
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AMY 
Thanks for finally showing up! 
She’s missed most of dinner. 


RON 
It wasn’t my fault. She left her 
phone at the restaurant last night 
and they didn’t open ‘til Noon. 


AMY 
And it’s 2, now. Always an excuse 
with you, Ron. Inside, young lady. 


HAYLEY 
Nice to see you too. 


Pissed, Hayley climbs out. Her small CLUTCH tumbles off her lap 
onto the asphalt. Standard teenage sundry spills out. Amy spies 
a WINE CORK, darkened on one end by a red. She SNATCHES it 
before Hayley can and holds it up for Hayley and Ron to see. 


AMY 
Why do you have this? 


HAYLEY 
It’s not mine. 


RON 
Hayley, don’t lie to your mom. 
It’s just a little souvenir from 
last night. 


AMY 
(incredulous) 
You were drinking? Is that why 
you're late? You're hungover?! 
It’s Thanksgiving! 


HAYLEY 
It’s just turkey, mom... 


Hayley GRABS the cork back and heads towards the house. Amy, 
incensed, leans down into the shotgun window to confront Ron. 


AMY 
Drinking with our daughter?! Are 
you trying to be a Maury Povich 
meme? 


RON 
I let her have ONE glass with 
dinner. 

AMY 
And where did the rest of the 
bottle go? 


Ron’s confidence gives way to a moment of guilt and shame. 


RON 
Okay Amy, this has been enjoyable 
as always. 


AMY 
Wait. We need to talk about 
Christmas this year. 


RON 
Do you want me to come? 


AMY 
No, I don’t want you to come. I'd 
rather have a diarrhea period. I 
mean the kids’ presents. Do you 
know what they want? 


RON 
You don’t, supermom? 


This STINGS Amy, and she has to recalibrate. 


AMY 
I figured since you got Hayley 
liquored up last night maybe she 
let something slip. 


Now Ron is the one STUNG. He almost snaps, but takes a breath. 


RON 
Look, she’s 18. Take a wild guess 
— a new tablet, makeup? Gift cards 
for clothes? 


AMY 
Gift cards? Ron, gift cards are 
the...gift cards of gifts. (MORE) 
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AMY (CONT’D) 
They suck so much we use them to 
describe other sucky things. 


INT. AMY'S DINING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


Inside, Hayley has joined the table. Light hearted small talk 
continues: 


AUNT PATTY 
e.. HOw about one of those 23 and 
Me tests? That would be a cool 
gift, huh? 


HAYLEY 
(good natured) 
Ew, no! I don’t want to spit ina 
test tube and then find out one of 
my uncles is a serial killer. 


The Uncles ERUPT: “Whoa!” “Hold on.” “What does that mean?!” 


UNCLE DANNY 
Hold on, kiddo. Which one of us 
are you saying is a serial killer? 


THE WHOLE ROOM awaits her answer. 


HAYLEY 
Uncle Tommy. 


EVERYONE AGREES: “Oh yeah, makes sense,” “Okay, yeah me too,” 
“So we’re on the same page...” etc. etc. 


EXT. STREET — AMY & RON — CONTINUOUS 


RON 
..-Maddie wants that Mr. Cornballs 
doll or whatever. 


AMY 
GOD, you sound ignorant. It’s 
Mister Klipples, the Inter- 
galactic Giraffe, DUH. And I’m on 
top of that one. What about Tyler? 
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RON 
Don’t worry about Tyler. I’m gonna 
get him some Fortnite skins and 
some other in-game add-ons. 


AMY 
You're giving him virtual 
bullshit? This is Christmas we’re 
talking about Ron — we need to buy 
him real life bullshit. 


RON 
So give him a new Playstation or a 
bigger TV. He’s into gaming. 


INT. AMY'S DINING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie watches the confrontation outside, as the debate amongst 
the Uncles & Aunts continues: 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Okay, yes I have a cabin in 
Wisconsin and yeah, maybe I lean 
Libertarian, but that doesn’t make 
it a “weird political compound.” 


UNCLE DANNY 
Nah, Mike’s talking like you might 
be a Unabomber-type serial killer. 
I think you could be a legit Gacy. 
Or Dahmer. 


ALL THE AUNTS: “Oh yes, Jeff Dahmer,” “Definitely that guy,” 


"Yes, 


the cannibal.” etc. etc. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
What about me makes you think I 
could be storing corpses in my 
basement? 


UNCLE DANNY 
Didn’t you eat nothing but mustard 
for like a month? 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Yeah, after college when I was 
broke! Mustard is a great (MORE) 
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UNCLE TOMMY (CONT'D) 
high-calorie staple when you’re 
living on a very limited budget! 


EXT. STREET — AMY & RON — CONTINUOUS 


AMY 
Okay, I'll pull hundreds of dollars 
out of my ass that I don’t have to 
buy our teenager a new living room. 


RON 
Aren’t you Queen Coupon? 


AMY 
Because I have to be. I haven’t 
worked in 19 years and no one is 
hiring nowadays unless I want to 
sell Christmas trees in that 
parking lot where the juggalos 
deal bath salts. 


RON 
Hey, you’re the one who wanted to 
split up. I pay you alimony, I pay 
three private school tuitions, you 
kept the house...the fact is, you 
have to accept your new reality. 
Now if you'll excuse me,... 


Ron, smarmy, holds up his hands in a deliberate gesture, and the 
SELF-DRIVING TESLA pulls away from Amy. She stares daggers after 
him, then notices SYLVIA, strutting down the sidewalk walking 
her equally glamorously-coiffed POMERANIAN. To the absent Ron: 


AMY 
I’ll show you a new reality... 
EXT. SIDEWALK — CONTINUOUS 
Amy crosses to the sidewalk and intercepts Sylvia. 


SYLVIA 
Hola Amy! Happy Thanksgiving! 


AMY 
Hi Sylvia! How is your day? 


SYLVIA 
Ugh. So much work, mama: tending 
to the cooking, entertaining the 
guests. And of course taking care 
of my little pepito. 


She nuzzles the Pomeranian. 


SYLVIA (CONT'D) 
And then all the shopping... 


AMY 
That’s actually why I want to talk 
to you. You know a thing or two 
about Black Friday, right? 


Sylvia makes that DRAMATIC SPANISH SIGN OF THE CROSS GESTURE as 
the Pomeranian YIPS, then eases into a LOW GROWL. 


SYLVIA 
Viernes Negro, si. 


AMY 
I need your help. I know you have 
a knack for that sort of thing. 


SYLVIA 
No, no, no. I shop online now. 


AMY 
I’ve been doing research and the 
best deals are still in-store. And 
believe it or not...I gotta 
stretch a dime anywhere I can... 


SYLVIA 
Aw,...I'm sorry about that pendejo 
Ron. I see him in his stupid robot 
car and I pray that it becomes 
self-aware and knows how big of a 
douchebag is sitting inside of it 
and it drives itself off a cliff — 
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AMY 
Thank you. That’s very...unambi- 
guous. Look, Ron has this skill of 
always outdoing me. This is our 
first Christmas since we split up 
and I’m scared he’s just going to 
go over the top and spend whatever 
it takes to make me invisible. I 
know it’s silly, but if my kids 
head off to school Monday morning 
and the tree is already surrounded 
by Christmas loot...it’1ll remind 
them of where their home is. I’ve 
smoked out the sales, printed the 
coupons, I just need your... 


Sylvia looks to her, defensive yet expectant, her eyebrows 
raised. She knows the other wives in the ‘hood talk about her. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
I don’t know, your killer instinct. 


Sylvia likes the sound of that, but she tempers her fire. 


SYLVIA 
That’s the problem, hermana. Black 
Friday? It’s not shopping. It’s 
survival. Are you willing to take 
someone else’s parking spot? Fight 
for the last item on a shelf? Ruin 
someone else’s Christmas? I don’t 
think you are. And that’s not a 
bad thing. 


Sylvia heads inside. Amy deflates, sulking across the street. 


INT. SYLVIA’S MARBLE-FLOORED FRONT FOYER — CONTINUOUS 
Sylvia closes the door, but immediately moves to a window. 
Gazing through sheer curtains, she watches Amy closely, the 
gears in her mind turning with Machiavellian intent. 


INT. AMY'S FRUNCHROOM — NIGHT — LATER 


The late football game is on, the crowd thinned. Amy sorts 
ornaments out of a few boxes next to a live evergreen tree. 
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Uncle Mike stares dumbfounded at the TV, horrified by the truth: 


UNCLE MIKE 
Is it possible there’s...too much 
football on Thanksgiving? 


Tyler zips through the room, chasing Maddie and YOUNGER COUSINS. 


AMY 
Tyler, ready to hang ornaments? 


TYLER 
No I can’t mom, — I gotta log on 
and play with dad at 7! 


AMY 
But decorating the tree Thanksgiving 
night is a family tradition! 


TYLER 
So what? It’ll be here tomorrow, 
right? I don’t want dad to teabag 
my avatar if I’m late. 


AMY 
What the shit does that sentence 
even mean. 


Tyler scampers away after the cousins. Amy, downtrodden, sets 
aside her ornament box and heads UPSTAIRS. 


EXT. DECK/BALCONY — MOMENTS LATER 


Leading through French doors from HAYLEY’S BEDROOM is a small 
deck/balcony. Amy steps outside to see Hayley VAPING. 


AMY 
Are you vaping?! 


HAYLEY 
Oh, jeez. You gonna read me the 
riot act about this, too? 


AMY 
No. I — no. Y'know, I used to vape 
when I was a kid, too. 
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This, historically, isn’t possible. They bask in Amy’s lameness. 
Hayley calls her bluff and holds out the VAPING CONTRAPTION to 
Amy. Amy takes it, and unsure, brings it to her mouth. 


HAYLEY 
You have to press this button. 


A moment of perverse tenderness as Hayley helps her mom VAPE. 
Amy begins to take a drag. And then she just keeeeeeeeeps going. 
Hayley’s eyes grow wide, impressed but also knowing what’s next: 


BLAAAAARGH!!! Amy coughs wildly, violently. She doubles over, 
clutching the deck’s wooden railing for support. 


AMY 
Aaaeueueeurgh! Is that tuna fish? 
Are you vaping rotting fish? 


HAYLEY 
It’s caviar. 


AMY 
Why couldn’t you vape normal 
flavors?! Like clown cum?! 


HAYLEY 
Clown cum? Ew, mom that is vile! 


AMY 
The crazy rainbow flavor, clown 
poop or something? 


HAYLEY 
It’s Unicorn Puke, mom. And it’s 
not for sophisticated vapers. 


AMY 
Unicorn Puke. See, I just learned 
something new. Isn’t it nice when 
we talk? Aaaeueueeurgh! 


EXT. AMY’S BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie steps down the back wooden steps with a trashbag. Steve 
arrives, helping her with it, an EMPTY CAKEPAN in hand. 
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NELLIE 
(re: the cake) 
How was it? 


STEVE 
Wish I could tell you. Turned my 
back and my kids housed it all. 


NELLIE 
The joys of parenthood, huh? 


STEVE 
It’s a tightrope. You got kids? 


NELLIE 
No, one childhood was enough for me. 


STEVE 
So who ya shopping for tomorrow? 


NELLIE 
Amy's family is my family. I’1l 
snag some things for myself, but 
I’m mainly going because she needs 
the company. 


STEVE 
Yeah. Bummer about her and Ron, he 
was an all right guy. You got a 
special someone? 


She casts a coy — yet guarded — glance to Steve. 


EXT. HAYLEY’S DECK — CONTINUOUS 


HAYLEY 
(annoyed, angsty) 
Do you need something? 


AMY 
I just wanted to know how you've 
been. How was last night? Your 
fancy dinner and glitzy hotel 
courtesy of dad? 


HAYLEY 
It wasn’t like that. 
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AMY 
So then tell me what it was like. 


HAYLEY 
UGH! Why do you always do this?! 
Why are you so nosy?! 


AMY 
I’m not nosy, baby, I care about you. 


HAYLEY 
Don’t call me “baby!” I’m 18 now 
mom, I have my life figured out. 


AMY 
So what’s wrong with me taking an 
interest in your life? 


HAYLEY 
Because you put pressure on me! 


AMY 
Pressure? 


HAYLEY 
Yes! You have this idea of what I 
should be like, and it’s pretty 
obvious when I don’t live up to 
your perfect standards. And it’s 
not just me. It’s Tyler and Maddie 
and Thanksgiving Dinner and Dad... 


AMY 
Oh, of course. What did he tell 
you last night? 


HAYLEY 
Nothing! I’m capable of forming my 
own opinions. Do you think I 
disappeared during the divorce? 


EXT. AMY’S BACKYARD — CONTINUOUS 


Steve and Nellie playfully toss a basketball at the garage hoop. 
Nellie SINKS a shot and Steve tosses the rock back to her. 


STEVE 
So you only date between Halloween 
and New Year's? And you like it? 


NELLIE 
It’s the perfect time. People are 
desperate to have something 
meaningful for the holidays, so they 
fast track the whole relationship: 
Meet, hot sex, courtship, Christmas 
presents, then boredom. New Year’s 
triggers a lot of men. Cuz they 
think they could literally kiss 
anybody at midnight. So they split. 


Bank shot. She NAILS it. Steve, thinking, feeds her the 


STEVE 
What if someone doesn’t? What if 
you’re stuck with someone after 
New Year's? 


NELLIE 
Valentine’s Day. Only thing more 
terrifying to an immature man than 
an engagement ring is plans on 
Valentine’s Day. So tomorrow I’11 
be shopping, but I’1l1 also be... 
shopping... 


SWISH! 


EXT. HAYLEY’S DECK — CONTINUOUS 
Hayley and Amy still BICKER: 


HAYLEY 
When you ask me a question, you 
already have the answer in your 
head that you want to hear. I'd 
rather ignore you than have to lie 
to you just to keep you happy. 


AMY 
I hate to break it to you young 
lady, but as long as we live 
together, you have to talk to me. 


ball. 
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HAYLEY 
Good thing I’m moving out this 
Summer. 
AMY 
What? 


Hayley sighs. She knows she can’t unsay that. 


HAYLEY 
I was gonna wait ‘til after 
Christmas to tell you, but I asked 
Dad if I could move in with him 
and he said yes. I would do it 
sooner but he said his place isn’t 
ready yet. And he wants me to 
finish school first. 


Amy is THUNDERSTRUCK by the revelation. She quakes 
fear and anger. Hayley can sense something is off, 
too aloof to know how badly she’s hurt her mother. 


HAYLEY (CONT’D) 
Can I...have my vape back? 


EXT. BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


STEVE 
Hey, I know tomorrow is mainly 
about Amy, but can you watch my 
back, too? I gotta get this 
Annabelle Schlell Karaoke Machine 
for my daughter or I’m toast... 


NELLIE 
Sure. Everything okay? 


STEVE 
Yeah. I just...first my wife gets 
sick...I kinda believe in omens, 
y'know? And I just don’t have a 
good feeling about tomorrow... 
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with grief, 
but she is 


EXT. HAYLEY’S DECK — CONTINUOUS 
Hayley still waits for her vape to be handed back over. Amy 


steels herself, swallowing her emotion. Then, vindictively, she 
THROWS the vape off the deck, into the night. 


EXT. BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


NELLIE 
I’m sure it'll all be fine. 


WHACK! The vape hits Steve in the head! He yelps in pain. SLAM! 
They look to see Amy stomping towards SYLVIA’S HOUSE. 


EXT. STREET/SYLVIA’S FRONT YARD — CONTINUOUS 

Amy approaches Sylvia’s like a lone horsewoman charging the 
castle gates. As she nears the front steps, Sylvia’s front door 
OPENS: still impeccably put-together, garish opulence behind 


her, Sylvia looks to Amy as if she expected her all along. 


Amy stops in her tracks and looks back to Sylvia. They share an 
UNSPOKEN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF LOOMING CONQUEST. 


SYLVIA 
You got a blue polo shirt? 
EXT. BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie and Steve look upon the interaction. They are too far 
away to understand the context and subtext, and yet: 


NELLIE 


I don’t have a good feeling about 
tomorrow either. 


EXT. FORD CITY WALMART — PRE-DAWN 


A long LINE of EAGER SHOPPERS waits outside the big box store, 
hunched in their heavy coats in the biting cold. 
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EXT. WALMART PARKING LOT/INT. AMY’S CAR — CONTINUOUS 


The DASHBOARD CLOCK reads 4:18A.M. in Amy’s car. She sits in her 
driver seat, Sylvia shotgun. Steve and Nellie stand aside the 
shotgun window. Steve gawks at the oddity of the line as if ata 
zoo. Amy passes a BIG STACK OF ORANGE PAPER FLIERS to Steve. 


STEVE 
What’s this? 


AMY 
Something Sylvia whipped up last 
night. Just pass them out to the 
line. And remember, meet up in the 
grocery section at 0-6:30! 


STEVE 
Are we gonna see you in there? 


Amy gives Steve a LONG, UNSURE LOOK, like paratroopers jumping 
into a hot zone. Nellie looks to the frothing line. 


NELLIE 
This place is a madhouse. 


SYLVIA 
Amy, who did you bring along? Black 
Friday is no time for softies. 


NELLIE 
I’m not a softie. 


Sylvia hands over a canister of PEPPER SPRAY to Nellie. 


SYLVIA 
Here. Think you can handle that? 


The surprise and peer pressure combine as Nellie takes the 
canister, tucking it into her handbag. Amy’s car pulls away. 
EXT. WALMART BACK PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS 

Amy's car drives past loading docks, dumpsters, and service 


vehicles, parking away from the BACK DOOR: a solitary LAMP 
illuminating the EMPLOYEE ENTRANCE, manned by a SECURITY GUARD. 
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INT. AMY'S CAR — CONTINUOUS 


SYLVIA 
Remember, mama. This is for tu 
familia. Today you gonna fight for 
everything that matters to you. For 
your progeny. Your legacy. 


Amy looks back to Sylvia, a fire stoked deep within her chest 
glimmering in her hardened eyes. 


SYLVIA (CONT'D) 

Now let’s go get some 56-inch LCD 

flatscreens. 
EXT. BACK EMPLOYEE ENTRANCE — CONTINUOUS 
Disembarking from Amy’s car, they strut across the tundra of the 
back lot to the Employee Entrance. They unzip and peel away 
their jackets to reveal they are wearing BLUE POLO SHIRTS, 
MATCHING the BLUE POLOS of other arriving WALMART EMPLOYEES. 


They effortlessly bypass the Security Guard. They’re in. 


EXT. WALMART FRONT LINE — CONTINUOUS 


Steve and Nellie hand out the ORANGE FLIERS up and down the line 
of waiting shoppers. A ROUND WOMAN calls after Steve: 


ROUND WOMAN 
Is this real? $100 PS5s? 


Steve, caught off guard, actually bothers to read the flier. 


STEVE 
Uh,...yeah...that’s what it says. 


A MURMUR ripples through the crowd, impressed with the fliers. 
BURLY MAN 
At Joe's Electronics? That scrap 


heap across the street? 


Nellie and the Burly Man gaze across the parking lot. 


29 


NELLIE’S P.O.V. — CONTINUOUS 
Across the lot, then across a four-lane boulevard, stands an 
unassuming two-story BRICK BUILDING. Its first floor has large 


glass windows which look into an old TV STORE of a bygone era. 
Above the front door hangs a sign: JOE’S TV REPAIR. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


The Burly Man regards the ancient building with hope and 
skepticism. The Round Woman wanders away from the line. 


STRANGER 
You actually going over there? 


ROUND WOMAN 
No... 


She continues walking...towards...the...electronics shop. The 
Stranger steps out of line as well and follows her. More people 
SURROUND Steve, seeking fliers of their own. 

INT. WALMART — CONTINUOUS 

FULLY STOCKED, pristinely clean, completely DEVOID OF PEOPLE, 
the store almost looks like a nice place to be. Amy calmly walks 
about, deliberately UNHOOKING certain lengths of NYLON CROWD 
CONTROL BELTS from certain pylons and HOOKING them onto others. 
Elsewhere, Sylvia eyes the MEAT COOLERS conspiratorially, seeing 
opportunity in their various SAUSAGES and PATTIES. 


EXT. JOE'S TV REPAIR — CONTINUOUS 


The Round Woman KNOCKS loudly against the plate glass. 


INT. BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS 


An old man, JOE, 75, AWAKES with a jolt. His wife MARY, 75, 
stirs next to him. Confused, Joe turns on a bedside lamp. 
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EXT. WALMART LINE — CONTINUOUS 


Those on the line see a WINDOW on the second story of Joe’s TV 
Repair ALIGHT with a dim orange glow. The Burly Man’s interest 
is piqued. He steps off the line a few steps. 


INT. JOE AND MARY'S BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS 


Joe peers down to the growing group of SHOPPERS below, as they 
look up hopefully, waving the orange fliers. Inching their way 
through the WalMart parking lot are more intrigued consumers. 

Joe moves to the door, pulling on work pants over his pajamas. 


JOE 
By gum, it’s customers. 


MARY 
At this hour? You’re not going to 
open up the shop, are ya? 


JOE 
If their money’s green. Lord knows 
why they’re coming here, but — 


MARY 
Maybe it’s a Christmas miracle. 


JOE 
Like we've been praying for. 


INT. WALMART BACK ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


Amy and Sylvia join the end of some weird TEAMBUILDING CHANT 
amongst the employees. The Manager, DANE takes the floor: 


MANAGER DANE 
Okay, remember people, it’s the 
holidays, we’re an important part 
of our customers’ very special 
Christmas memories, and if any of 
you are caught sitting down, 
you’re cleaning bathrooms tonight. 
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EXT. JOE'S TV REPAIR — CONTINUOUS 


Joe walks through his darkened showroom towards his front doors. 
He unlocks them and pokes his head out to greet the Round Woman. 


ROUND WOMAN 
You got PS5s?! 


BIG HAIR WOMAN 
I want my Apple TV!!! 


Confused, Joe plucks one of the fliers from their grasp and puts 
on his glasses, trying to read it. His fingers fumble for the 
showroom LIGHT SWITCH. He turns the LIGHTS ON. 


EXT. WALMART FRONT LINE — CONTINUOUS 


Joe’s store becomes fully ILLUMINATED. A THRONG of SHOPPERS 
BREAK from the line, SPRINTING like a Danny Boyle Zombie Horde 
towards the beacon in the night. Steve and Nellie, reconvening, 
look upon the spectacle apprehensively. 


STEVE 
My God... 


CLICK! KA-CHUNK! The front doors of the WalMart are UNLOCKED. 
They peel apart with a hermetic suction, as the still huge LINE 
SURGES forward, sweeping up Steve & Nellie. 


INT. WALMART — CONTINUOUS 


The BLOODTHIRSTY SWARM cascades through the doors, barking, 
yelling, shoving, pushing, pulling. Animal groans like a 
Scorsese boxing film. They’re funneled to one side down a narrow 
channel, 8-abreast at the lead. 


Steve screams in fear! Nellie is calmer, but still alarmed. The 
STAMPEDE ZIG-ZAGS here and there, directed by the MAZE of NYLON 
ROPES Sylvia & Amy have MANIPULATED. 


A STRONG HAND GRABS Steve’s coat and YANKS him to the side, over 
a waist-height metal railing and into the SHOPPING CART CORRAL. 
He looks to the life-saving interloper: SYLVIA. 


Nellie continues on with the mass, shunted along by a tidal wave 
of insatiable human greed. They are pushed down to the far end 
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of the store, finally emptying out into a LONG PAPER GOODS 
AISLE. Still the shoppers RUSH towards the end of the channel. 


INT. WALMART PAPER GOODS AISLE DEAD END — CONTINUOUS 

The leaders of the rush reach the end — a retail END CAP for 
TOILET PAPER. Unnecessarily PANICKING, the leaders turn and try 
to backtrack, but those behind them don’t realize the LOGJAM. 
They struggle against themselves. 

INT. JOE’S TV REPAIR — CONTINUOUS 

Joe still reads the flier, confused, as the first batch of 
shoppers ENTER. They rush down the aisles, stocked with slightly 


outdated merchandise: radios, CD players, tube TVs, microwaves. 


GREEN COAT MAN 
Where’s the iPads?! 


BIG HAIR WOMAN 
I want them Alexas!!! 


The Round Woman hoardes TV ANTENNAE RABBIT EARS. 


TEETH MAN 
What the hell is that thing?! 


ROUND WOMAN 
Rabbit ears! These ARE FREE TV!!! 


The Teeth Man grabs a bunch, too. 


JOE 
What do you need ten rabbit ears 
for? 
TEETH MAN 


I can resell these on Ebay! 
JOE 

Hey now, that’s not really the 

Holiday spirit! 


A LOW ROAR builds. Slowly Joe turns to the storefront. 
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JOE (CONT'D) 
Mother of God. 


INT. WALMART — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie looks ahead to the HUMAN CRUSH struggling in the Paper 
Goods aisle. Off to the side she sees Amy, manning the nylon 
restrictive belts and signaling to her. 


Nellie muscles her way sideways to Amy, who unhooks a belt and 
lets Nellie through. Other pockets of the crowd begin to peel 
off from the traffic jam in the OPPOSITE direction. This sector 
of the herd funnels down into a nice HOME LINENS AISLE. 


With intent, Amy leads Nellie down yet a third, uninhabited 
LAUNDRY AISLE. 


SCREECHY WOMAN (0.S.) 
Excuse me?! Do you work here?! 


They turn back and see an eccentric, SCREECHY WOMAN stepping 
under the nylon rope. Amy speeds up, almost JOGGING down the 
aisle. The Screechy Woman screams to no one and everyone: 


SCREECHY WOMAN 
HEY! There’s deals this way! 


AMY 
We gotta move. 


More SHOPPERS step over, under, then just THROUGH the ropes. The 
nylon straps are rendered useless as the frenzied crowd 
fractures. Amy and Nellie continue around a corner quickly: 
Sylvia and Steve, each with a SHOPPING CART, wait for them. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
We got bogies. 


Sylvia, annoyed but also prepared, grabs a bottle of DETERGENT, 
cracking the cap open. She steps into the aisle and tosses the 
thick, SOAPY LIQUID onto the floor. The BOGIES SLIP, EAT SHIT, 
FALL ASS-OVER-TEAKETTLE, and otherwise flail about helplessly. 
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INT. JOE'S TV REPAIR — CONTINUOUS 


PURE BEDLAM. The heartless thieves battle over items and badger 
Joe with the misleading fliers. An old-school GUMBALL MACHINE is 
knocked over, spilling GUMBALLS everywhere. The freakish 
consumers assail the booty like kids after a gutted pinata. 


INT. WALMART LAUNDRY AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


Buffoons still slip and slide in the ever-growing CESSPOOL of 
streaked blue detergent lather. They cry out and cling to one 
another like drowning sailors. 


INT. WALMART PAPER GOODS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


Still the throng of confused and turned-around bodies struggles 
with itself. 


INT. WALMART — PETS/PETCARE AREA 


Two EMPLOYEES stand behind a kiosk, amongst lizard tanks, dog 
kennels, etc. Another PANICKED EMPLOYEE SPRINTS PAST, HORRIFIED 
CHATTER regarding the crowds coming from their walkie-talkie. 


SKINNY EMPLOYEE 
Hey, what’s going on? 


PANICKED EMPLOYEE 
This is a disaster! Somebody com- 
pletely rearranged the crowd flow! 


As the Panicked Employee passes the kennels, they jostle an 
UNLOCKED KENNEL GATE, and it eases AJAR. 


The Skinny Employee notices, and approaches the kennel. When he 
arrives, he DISCOVERS SOMETHING TERRIFYING. He turns and runs 
back to the kiosk, desperately seizing their WALKIE TALKIE. 


SKINNY EMPLOYEE 
We need Dane to PetCare! DANE TO 
PETCARE! !!! 
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INT. WALMART PAPER GOODS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 
Dane pleads helplessly with the confused and aggravated crowd. 


MANAGER DANE 
STOP. MOVING. FORWARD!!!! 


INT. WALMART LAUNDRY AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


A BIG MAN in a MOTORIZED CART SPEEDS towards the miasma of 

detergent suds and prostrate humanity. The cart hits a SLICK of 
detergent. Its corpulent pilot struggles to control the cart as 
it SKIDS OUT OF CONTROL, HITTING the SHELVING of the aisle HARD. 


INT. WALMART PAPER GOODS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


Struck on the other side by the Big Man’s cart, the towering 
shelving unit CREAKS and MOANS, TILTING and looming over the 
crowd as a vengeful God. From the top shelves, UNITS of TAMPONS 
and MAXI-PADS fall upon them, soft yet large hailstones. 


INT. WALMART HOME LINENS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


It is crowded, but calm. Relative to the chaos of a few aisles 
over, this is restrained, normal shopping. A PLEASANT WOMAN 
withdraws a BOX OF SHEETS from a shelf. Absentmindedly, she 
doesn’t notice the PACKAGE OF GROUND BEEF STASHED BEHIND IT. 


A MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN inspects a package of BEDSHEETS, also 
missing the LOOSE HOT DOG stuffed into the clear packaging of 
the item. 


Ruff. Ruff. WOOF. Bark! Are those dogs? Are those DOGS getting 
CLOSER? These odd sounds the shoppers cannot ignore, and they 
look to each other, perplexed. 


INT. JOE’S TV REPAIR — CONTINUOUS 
The store is RANSACKED. Some still battle one another, but the 


crowd has turned on Joe: they corner him and demand deals, the 
orange fliers waved about like a delinquent battle standard. 
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JOE 
(re: the fliers) 
I don’t know where you got these! 
We don’t carry half these items! 


BURLY MAN 
Listen buster, we came here for 
deals, and we ain’t leaving without 
DEALS!!! 


MARY (0O.S.) 
I hope you’re hungry... 


They all turn to the back of the store: Mary ENTERS, still in 
her nightgown and slippers. She carries a large PLATTER of 
HOMEMADE COOKIES in her frail hands. 


MARY (CONT'D) 
For all you loyal customers, 
keeping two old timers like us in 
business, have some free cookies... 


She looks up and takes in the DESTRUCTION and the SOULLESS CROWD 
for the first time. They look back to her, a tense moment of 
STANDOFF. Avarice flashes in the crowd’s eyes. They lick their 
chops. ALL KNOW WHAT COMES NEXT. 


BURLY MAN 
FREE COOKIES! !!! GET HER! !!!! 


The crowd RUSHES Mary. SHE WILL DIE. 


INT. WALMART PAPER GOODS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


The trapped crowd, resigned to its fate, looks to the buckling 
shelf, and the collapsing paper items raining down on them. 


GLASSES WOMAN 


The shelf finally TILTS OVER. They CRY OUT as they are inundated 
by, then buried beneath myriad SANITARY HYGIENE PRODUCTS. 
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INT. WALMART HOME LINENS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


From around the corner comes EVERY DOG FROM THE KENNEL, freed, 
ravenous. The shoppers are almost happy to see them until a 
majestic HUSKIE leaps atop someone, shredding a pack of napkins 
with its mandibles. 


The DOGS ATTACK either hidden meat items or the impotent humans 
in their way. Bits of fabric and meaty gristle pepper the air. 


A TERRIER ASSAULTS the ankles of a MATRONLY LADY protecting a 
pack of towels; A LABRADOR knocks down a helpless ELDERLY WOMAN; 
a POODLE LATCHES onto the neck of a WEAK MAN. A CORGI ruthlessly 
chomps on the leg of a squealing CHILD. 


More people are mauled and bitten as the onslaught of rapacious 


canines feast on various meats unearthed from HAND BASKETS, 
TIPPED-OVER CARTS and WITHIN THE SHELVES themselves. 


INT. WALMART ELECTRONICS AISLE — CONTINUOUS 
It might be a completely different store: quiet, subdued, lame 


MICHAEL BUBLE AMBIENCE MUSIC playing. It’s near empty, save for 
Amy, who happily eases LARGE TV BOXES into her cart. 


INT. WALMART OUTDOORS AISLE — LATER 

Sylvia looks somewhat emotionless at a FOOTBALL THEMED GRILLING 
ITEM. It’s packaging brags: “Every man loves it!” Sylvia shrugs 
and grabs the useless toy, dropping it into her cart. 

INT. WALMART HOMEGOODS AISLE — LATER 


Nellie, relaxed, peruses some candles. She spies a HANDSOME MAN 
nearby. She gives him THE EYES. 


HANDSOME MAN 
Nice try. 


NELLIE 
Excuse me? 
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HANDSOME MAN 
I’m not falling for that, lady. I 
came here for deals and discounts, 
not to get my heart broken. 


NELLIE 
Oh c’mon. I won’t break your heart 
-.-too much. 


HANDSOME MAN 
I’ve played this game before. One 
minute you’re telling me how my 
North Face reminds you of 
“Strawberry Wine” by Deanna Carter, 
then you promise me a heejer in the 
bathroom and the next thing I know 
I’m out a wallet, a shopping cart, 
and I’m pantsless, super glued 
doggy style to a mannequin. 


NELLIE 
That’s very,...specific... 


HANDSOME MAN 
I got burned by the Black Widow 
once. It ain’t happening again. 


He spies her candle, in her grasp. 


HANDSOME MAN (CONT'D) 
Is that “Squaw Valley” scent? 


Before she can answer, he RIPS it out of her grasp and RUNS OFF. 
NELLIE 
“Black Widow?” 
INT. WALMART — CONTINUOUS 
Into the fray the Handsome Man runs; CASUALTIES from the dogs, 
detergent, and tampons litter the store like the dead from Gone 


with the Wind. Still, order is somewhat restored: aisles full, 
shoppers shopping, cashiers checking people out, etc. 
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INT. WALMART PRODUCE SECTION — LATER 


Amy, Sylvia, Steve & Nellie reconvene, carts & handbaskets FULL. 
Sylvia holds court and pores over her paper CHECKLIST: 


SYLVIA 
I handled the outdoors aisle, Amy 
you picked up electronics, Nellie, 
how was housewares? 


NELLIE 
Hmph. Not very romantic. 


SYLVIA 
What does that mean? Did you find 
the items I assigned you or not? 


NELLIE 
Yeah, yeah. Candles, and a bunch 
of whatever the hell a lymphatic 
node massaging collar is. 


Sylvia snatches the MASSAGING COLLAR from Nellie’s basket. 


AMY 
Steve, how was toys? 


STEVE 
Uh, not bad. There was a lot of 
screaming and crying from one 
aisle over, so comparatively it 
wasn’t traumatic, I'd say... 


AMY 
Did you get Mr. Klipples?! 


STEVE 
No, I didn’t see it. 


AMY 
What do you mean you didn’t see 
it?! You got your Annebelle 
Schlell Karaoke Machine, I see. 


STEVE 
Don’t take it personal, Amy. What 
do you want me to say? It wasn’t 
there. 


AMY 
It’s the most omnipresent source 
of children’s entertainment since 
farts. Go back and check again. 


NELLIE 
Take it easy, Amy. 


AMY 
This is important! If there was 
something more important going on, 
I'd be okay with it, but there's 
not — 


STEVE 
Holy shit, is that a baby? 


Steve moves to the LETTUCE SHELF where, sure enough, a SMALL 
INFANT sits amongst the green vegetable orbs. 


AMY 
Great. Just my luck. 


Steve picks up the infant. 


STEVE 
Baby! We got a baby here! 


SYLVIA 
What do we do with it? 


NELLIE 
(sarcastic) 
Why, you got a coupon for a baby? 


STEVE 
Black guy with a white baby who's 
not mine! Somebody do something 
before I end up a hashtag! 


BRENDA (0.S.) 


A BLONDE WOMAN, BRENDA, 30, runs up to them, hysterical. She 
takes the baby out of Steve’s grasp. 
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BRENDA (CONT'D) 
Oh my God! Zayden! My goodness! 
How did you get away from me!!! 
(to Steve) 
Oh my God, thank you so much, sir! 
How can I ever pay you back! 


STEVE 
Oh, it’s fine ma’am. It’s a crazy 
time, busy day. 


SYLVIA 
Whatchu got in your cart? 


Sylvia drifts towards Brenda’s cart. Amy SNAPS her fingers at 
Steve — pointing back towards the TOY AISLE. He is about to 
protest, but Nellie cuts in. 


NELLIE 
Let’s just go, Steve. 


Nellie and Steve peel off. Amy catches up with Sylvia, who has 
outpaced Brenda and arrived at her STUFFED cart. 


AMY 
Wow. That’s pretty crazy what 
Steve did. 
SYLVIA 


I know. I thought he’d never 
notice that baby. 


AMY 
What do you mean? You saw it 
before he did? 


SYLVIA 
Saw it? Mama, I put it there. 


Brenda catches up to them, as Sylvia rifles through her cart. 


BRENDA 
Excuse me?! That’s my cart. 


SYLVIA 
I know. You were more concerned 
with it than your own child. 
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BRENDA 
You can’t steal my stuff! 


SYLVIA 
It’s not stealing if you haven’t 
paid for it. 


BRENDA 
Excuse me?! Security! 


SYLVIA 
Yeah, let’s get the police involved. 
We can tell them about the negligent 
mother who leaves her baby lying 
around the hard, cold iceberg 
lettuce. Doesn’t even have the 
decency to leave her kid with the 
soft, temperate romaine lettuce... 


NOSY PARENTS take notice of the confrontation. Brenda is shamed, 
and shrinks. Sylvia continues through her cart. 
INT. WALMART TOY AISLE — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie and Steve arrive in the Toy Aisle. Half of the stock has 
already been cleared out. 


STEVE 
See? No intergalactic giraffes 
here. 

NELLIE 


I believe you, Steve. I just 
needed a break to stay sane. 


STEVE 
Sane, yeah,... 
P.O.V. STEVE — CONTINUOUS 


At the end of the aisle, ONE REMAINING ANNEBELLE SCHLELL 
GLITTERIFFIC MICROPHONE & MUSIC STAND sits in a box. 
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BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Intoxicated by materialism, Steve drifts towards the mic stand. 
He seizes it .01 SECONDS BEFORE a SMALL GIRL also reaches for 
it. Steve sees her crestfallen sorrow at missing out on the 
purchase. She looks to him with puppy-dog eyes. 


Steve’s triumph fades. He relaxes, and hands over the box to the 
Girl. She smiles, then SHE KICKS HIM HARD IN THE BALLS! Steve 
goes down, squealing in pain. Nellie rushes to them. 


NELLIE 
HEY! Young lady, you can’t do that 
to peopl- 


WHACK! The Girl KICKS NELLIE IN THE CROTCH! She goes down too 
and the Girl runs off with the mic stand. Nellie and Steve 
writhe and wail in pain on the unforgiving WalMart linoleum. 


STEVE 
How can something so young and 
pure kick balls so hard?! 


NELLIE 
And so accurately?! She got me 
right in the vestibule! 


INT. WALMART PRODUCE SECTION — CONTINUOUS 
Sylvia sifts through Brenda’s cart, turning on her accusingly. 


SYLVIA 
Where’s Mr. Klipples? 


BRENDA 
Is that a joke? There is no Mr. 
Klipples. Not here. Not online. 
Not anywhere. 


AMY 
WHAT. 


Brenda realizes she has an upper hand: knowledge. A little 
confidence returns. She chortles and sneers at Amy. 
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BRENDA 
Oh, this is almost worth it. You 
know that big explosion, about six 
weeks ago? The boat in that harbor 
in Asia? 


AMY 
Yeah... 


BRENDA 
What do you think was on it? An 
entire heavy freighter of Mr. 
Klipples dolls destined for North 
American shelves is now on the 
bottom of Singapore Sound. That’s 
80 million units that won’t be 
stuffing any stockings this year. 


AMY 
You're lying. 


BRENDA 
Why would I? Whatever dolls that 
were here, that’s all we get until 
January, and I’m sure they’re all 
bought up by now. If you’re after 
Mr. Klipples, it’s gonna be a sad 
Christmas for your little one. 


Brenda relishes delivering this fatal blow to Amy’s psyche. Amy 
descends into a silent maelstrom of disappointment and panic. 
Sylvia snatches a BREAST PUMP from the cart and starts away. 


SYLVIA 
This is for our trouble. 


BRENDA 
Oh, c’mon! 


Amy remains, catatonic, drowning in her own swirling inadequacy. 
FADE INTO: 
INT. AMY’S CAR — A LITTLE LATER 


Amy is still bewildered. She sits shotgun, Sylvia drives, Steve 
and Nellie in the back. Nellie keeps a close eye on Amy. 
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NELLIE 
Amy, it’s all right. It’s just one 
toy; it’s not the end of the 
world. We got a lot of other stuff 
for Maddie. The Elsa & Olaf 
archery kit and booby trap set? 


SYLVIA 
Ay, Nellie, why do you give up so 
easily? Is that why you’re still 
single? 


NELLIE 
You know what Sylvia? It’s- 


AMY 
It’s all she wanted. Just one toy 
and I couldn’t get that right. 


NELLIE 
Because of a catastrophic 
disruption in World Trade. I’m sure 
Maddie will understand...once she 
takes Economics in high school. 


AMY 
It’s more than that. I don’t know 
what to get Hayley; I don’t know 
if Tyler will like what I got him. 


SYLVIA 
I’ve got some calls in to my 
sources about Mr. Klipples. And 
we're going to Water Tower next. 
There’s lots of options left. 


STEVE 
What?! We’re going somewhere 
ELSE?!?! 

SYLVIA 


Did you think WalMart would have 
everything we needed? 


STEVE 
YES! Isn’t that their whole 
schtick?! 


SYLVIA 
I told you: big box store first, 
classy upscale mall second. Soccer 
mom morning, stage mom afternoon. 


Steve frantically goes over his LIST. 


STEVE 
Shit. There’s all sorts of stuff I 
didn’t get yet. I can’t. I can’t 
do another experience like that! 


AMY 
Relax, it'll be more subdued. If 
WalMart was Normandy, then this 
will be like the Fall of Berlin. 


STEVE 
Is that supposed to make me feel 
better?!?! 


AMY 
You said you’d help me out Steve. 
And now you’re backing out on me? 


STEVE 
My balls are still sucked up into 
my asshole and my 1200 thread count 
sheets smell like raw hot dogs! 


He holds up the PACKAGE of sheets. Even he doesn’t notice the 
rogue PORK CHOP still jammed into the clear plastic packaging. 


SYLVIA 
If you’re going to bail on us, 
then we’re not getting any of your 
items at the mall. 


STEVE 
But that’s where all of Kelly's 
shit is. Perfume, jewelry. Other 
woman stuff I’ve never even heard 
of. What the hell is a TheraGun?! 


Nellie takes his list from him. 


NELLIE 
I got you Steve. 
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SYLVIA 
I figured you would quit on us 
too. 

NELLIE 
I'd never quit on a friend in 
danger. 


Nellie EYES the front of the car with defiance. 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


In the REAR VIEW MIRROR, Sylvia’s ANTAGONISTIC GAZE STARES BACK. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


AMY 
If you bail Steve, then you gotta 
do something for me. 


STEVE 
What? 


AMY 
Set up my decorations. Ron used to 
do it, so I need some help. 


STEVE 
Okay, I can handle that. 


AMY 
They’re all in the attic. Set it 
all up, and don’t bother me with 
anything about it, it’s all 
labeled. Set it ALL UP, okay?! All 
of it! Can I trust you with this?! 


NELLIE 
Amy, chill. We’re all under a lot 
of stress. Did you know some 
supervillain named the Black Widow 
is prowling around out there? 


SYLVIA 
She’d be crazy to come back around 
here. She’s still wanted for (MORE) 
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SYLVIA (CONT'D) 
putting a Best Buy manager ina 
figure-four-leglock a few years ago. 


NELLIE 
You know her? 


SYLVIA 
Si. She’s ruthless. She’s why we 
did what we had to do today. Every 
advantage matters. But don’t worry 
about her. We’re safe. 


NELLIE 
The point is, why don’t you give 
Steve a break? 


AMY 
I’M the one who needs a break! 
It’s my first Christmas divorced, 
my daughter wants to move out, my 
son is a computer nerd and the 
Singaporean Shipping Magnate has 
screwed me AGAIN! 


NELLIE 
Again? 


STEVE 
It’s fine. I’1l handle the 
decorations, if it gets me out of 
this car. 


EXT. AMY’S HOUSE — LATER 

Amy's car SPEEDS by, Steve doing a sloppy TUCK AND ROLL out of 
it. Amy throws her HOUSE KEYS onto the pavement. Steve looks 
back to the car, then to the keys, relieved but terrified anew. 
INT. AMY’S ATTIC — MINUTES LATER 

Steve swings the door open to the musty attic, dusty exposed 


crossbeams holding up slabs of insulation foam. He slowly steps 
across the ancient creaking floorboards. 
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Some multicolored HARD PLASTIC CHRISTMAS FIGURINES stand ina 
corner. Behind them stands a WALL of additional BOXES. Steve 
looks to the project, overwhelmed: 


STEVE 
ALL of it? 


He shrugs and begins lugging the heavy boxes out of the attic. 


INT. WATER TOWER PLACE — LATER 


It’s an upscale shopping center in the heart of downtown Chicago 
— a last vestige of the classic department stores, integrated 
vertically — 8 stories of commerce and food court. 


Sylvia, Amy and Nellie exit from an elevator onto the ground 
floor, walking through a HIGH-END STORE FLOOR not unlike Macy's. 


AMY 
Okay,...-make-up could be a big one 
for Hayley. And she likes vape 
juice too. 


NELLIE 
And you’re okay with that? 


AMY 
Ron is letting her drink, so I 
gotta fight fire with fire. 


SYLVIA 
That’s the attitude, mama. 


NELLIE 
Whatever. I’ll be at Junko’s. 


SYLVIA 
Good idea, we should split up. I 
can’t be bogged down by all this 
dead weight. 


NELLIE 
And I'd really like to be around 
some people who have consciences. 


FEMALE CLERK (0.S.) 
Would you like to try Solstice? 
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A FEMALE CLERK steps forward from the PERFUME COUNTERTOP. She 
offers a SPRITZ of fragrance in their midst. SYLVIA SHRIEKS!!! 


SYLVIA 
AATIIII!!! MY EYES! !!! 


Sylvia FLAILS ABOUT VIOLENTLY, THROWING HERSELF from one 
countertop to the other, clawing at clerks’ clothes and knocking 
other shoppers over, knocking displays to the floor, wailing. 
She grabs whoever is near and screams in their face: 


SYLVIA (CONT'D) 
I’M BLIND! I CAN'T SMELL! I'M 
ALLERGIC! IT WAS TESTED ON 
ANIMALS!!! I'LL SUE YOU! I'LL SUE 
THE STORE! I'LL SUE THE STATE! !!! 


Nellie shakes her head, unconvinced, LEAVING. 


Sylvia PRATFALLS and CONVULSES ERRATICALLY on the floor, the 
radius of gawking onlookers growing larger around her. The 
Female Clerk pulls Sylvia to her feet and holds her. They look 
in each others’ eyes, Sylvia’s watering and red. 


FEMALE CLERK 
How can I help? 


Sylvia PANTS HEAVILY, eyes darting around, still hysterical, but 
calming. She leans in close to the Clerk, whispering. 


SYLVIA 
Unless you want a world of 
trouble, you better pack me up a 
Solstice gift set to go. 


Concern drains from the Clerk’s eyes. With disdain, she goes 
behind the countertop, placing a pre-packaged “Solstice” BAG on 
it. Sylvia, back to normal, triumphantly plucks it off the 
counter. She saunters away, turning back to a stunned Amy. 


SYLVIA (CONT’D) 
Food court. Two hours. 
INT. WATER TOWER PLACE — ESCALATOR — 47 FLOOR — LATER 


Nellie, her effortless coolness ruffled, steps off the 
escalator, reading hers and Steve’s lists. 
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NELLIE 
Okay, Popcornapolis, Junko’s, 
Barnes & Noble... 
(looking up from list) 
Panty dropperrrrrrr... 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


An ABSOLUTELY GORGEOUS MALE SPECIMEN OF HISPANIC ORIGIN STRUTS 
down the mall corridor: 20, flowing jet black locks, just a 
shadow of masculine stubble, piercing pale blue eyes and 
sensuous thin lips that could seduce the Virgin Mary herself. 


An EPIC CHORAL RENDITION of “GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN” 
praises the Gorgeous Man’s very presence on our mortal plane. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie, moistened, looks to the God with desire. WHUMP! She is 
BUMPED HARD by a RUNNING GAL, and Nellie TUMBLES to the floor. 


RUNNING GAL 
OH MY GOD! Free samples at the 
Jelly Belly Store!!! 


Nellie looks up, but the Running Gal is just a blur and The 
Gorgeous Man is gone. Other shoppers IGNORE her and step over 
her as she collects her purse, lists and other bags. A perfectly 
manicured FEMALE HAND reaches out to her. 


CLARA FROST (0.S.) 
Need a hand? 


Nellie looks to see CLARA FROST, 35, blonde, perfectly camera- 
ready, which makes sense since she is a journalist, clutching a 
wireless microphone and small notebook in one hand. A CAMERAMAN 
and MALE PRODUCER stand behind her. Nellie takes the help. 


They step off to the side, away from the escalator traffic. 


NELLIE 
Thanks. 


CLARA FROST 
Sure thing. Crazy out there today. 


NELLIE 
Not as bad as Ford City... 


Clara and her crew PERK UP. 


Nellie needs a 


CLARA FROST 
Ford City? Were you at WalMart? 
With the dogs? 


NELLIE 
Yeah, among other war crimes. 


CLARA FROST 
Was it her? 


moment, but then reads between the 


NELLIE 
The Black Widow? No. 


CLARA FROST 
Damn. We’re hoping she makes an 
appearance this year. 


NELLIE 
You want injurious bodily harm to 
ruin someone’s Christmas? 


CLARA FROST 
Only if the cameras are rollin’. 
The holidays are when regional 
Peabody awards are won — Black 
Friday blood and guts, anything 
having to do with a real reindeer, 
and of course, families losing 
everything in a house fire. Bonus 
points if the community rallies 
around them. 


NELLIE 
(non-plussed) 
Awesome. 


The Male Producer gets off his phone. 


MALE PRODUCER 
We gotta roll. Some kids turned on 
all the Roombas at the (MORE) 


lines. 
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MALE PRODUCER (CONT'D) 
Sharper Image on Michigan and now 
they’re blocking shoppers from 
leaving. I’m told it’s 
simultaneously hysterical and 
oddly terrifying. 


CLARA FROST 
Ugh. I’1l take it. 


They pack up their gear and head out. Now alone, Nellie arises 
and wades back into the sea of shoppers. 


EXT. AMY’S ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


Random CABLES and TOOLS litter the slanted rooftop. Steve works 
to tether down a SANTA CLAUS SLEIGH and REINDEER. BEHIND HIM, a 
MAN ascends the ladder, holding A NAIL GUN, slowly advancing 
until the nail gun dangles dangerously close to Steve’s head. 


Steve becomes AWARE he is not alone. Nervously, he reaches into 
a TOOLBOX and slowly withdraws a SCREWDRIVER, gripping it like a 
knife. The Man groans ominously in a malevolent drawl: 


MAN (0.S.) 
You’re not gonna get very far with 
that. 
STEVE 


I don’t want any trouble man. 


MAN (0.S.) 
Trouble? Nah,...ain’t gon’ be no 
trouble. Think of this as a... 
learning opportunity... 


Steve JUMPS UP and BOLTS for the edge of the roof. He’s gonna 
JUMP! 


UNCLE TOMMY (0.S.) 
Hey, Steve! 


Steve stops, turns, and sees THE MAN: Amy’s brother UNCLE TOMMY. 
He speaks in a normal, pleasant voice now: 


UNCLE TOMMY (CONT'D) 
Where you going buddy? 


STEVE 
Tommy, right? Amy’s brother? Does 
anyone know you’re here? 


UNCLE TOMMY 
I saw you from across the street, 
figured maybe you could use some 
real tools. I think Ron pawned all 
the Craftsmen when he moved out. 


He holds up the nail gun. Steve calms, slightly. 


STEVE 
Okay. I thought maybe you were 
here to kill me or something. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Why? 


STEVE 
(blurting it out) 
You just kinda have that vibe. 


Uncle Tommy's feelings are noticeably HURT. Steve notices. 


STEVE (CONT’D) 
I’m sorry man, it’s been a real 
stressful day. I could definitely 
use some help. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Great. Come on down, lemme show 
you what I’m working with. 


Uncle Tommy gestures to the LADDER. Steve doesn’t move for it. 


STEVE 
You can go first. 


Uncle Tommy, knowingly, deflates again. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Because you think I’ll push you if 
you go first. 
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STEVE 
NO. 
(a beat) 
You could drop something on me, 
too. 


INT. CLOTHING STORE CHANGING ROOM — LATER 


Amy sits on a tiny bench, various GARMENTS draped over her lap 
and shoulders. With precision, she SCRAPES a PRICE TAG off one 
item with a RAZORBLADE, and places that tag on another item. 
After that FORGERY is complete, she begins the process again. 


INT. CLOTHING STORE — A LITTLE LATER 


Amy walks through the same store. She spies a CASHMERE SCARF in 
another shopper’s BASKET. As the shopper’s back is turned, Amy 
plucks the scarf out of the basket for her own haul. 


INT. CLOTHING STORE LINE — A LITTLE LATER 


Still in the same store, Amy steps into the moderately long 
checkout line. She makes eye contact with a playful TODDLER, who 
clings to her MOTHER’S side. Amy SMILES, and the Toddler smiles 
back. Amy WAVES, and the Toddler, shyly, waves back. 


Amy takes a small STUFFED ANIMAL from a line-side display and 
shakes it in front of the Toddler. The Toddler giggles. Amy 
THROWS the Stuffed Animal aside. The Toddler gravitates towards 
it, like a dog playing fetch. 


Amy watches the Toddler drift farther and farther from its 
Mother. The Mother finally notices. 


MOTHER 
Oh, Krystal! No! 


The Mother steps out of line to retrieve the Toddler. Amy 
happily takes her place in line. 
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INT. CLOTHING STORE REGISTER — MINUTES LATER 


Amy nervously eyes the CASHIER and the POINT OF SALE MACHINE as 
her fraudulent price tags are rung up. She HEAVES a sigh of 
relief as the Cashier, without incident, declares: 


CASHIER 
$63.90. 


Smiling, Amy forks over a credit card. 


INT. WATER TOWER 2™ FLOOR — MOMENTS LATER 


Amy walks through the mall concourse, already bogged down by new 
bags and purchases. She stops and regards a WALKUP COFFEE SHOP, 
with a small grouping of tables and chairs next to it. 


INT. WATER TOWER COFFEE SHOP CHAIRS & TABLES — MINUTES LATER 


Amy sighs with relief as she TAKES A LOAD OFF, sitting down at a 
table with a cup of espresso. She’s earned it. 


She takes in the cheerful holiday atmosphere for a moment: KIDS 
in line to see SANTA CLAUS, pleasant OLDER FOLKS window gazing, 
a SERVICE DOG wearing a cute little elf hat. 


But something doesn’t sit right, and she pulls out her PHONE, 
TYPING: “MR. KLIPPLES DOLL EBAY.” 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


On her PHONE, a YOUTUBE VIDEO of an OLD NEWS REPORT: CLARA SNOW 
addresses the camera outside of another BLACK FRIDAY MASSACRE: 


CLARA SNOW 
- In all, over a dozen adult 
shoppers were lured, then trapped 
in the mall’s children’s jungle 
gym ball pit. They’ve since been 
freed but their purchases are 
gone, likely taken by the sexy 
Santa’s elf who duped them, and 
remains at large. For ABC 7 News- 
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INT. WATER TOWER 3® FLOOR — JUNKO’S — CONTINUOUS 


JUNKO’S GAG SHOP is the kind of place that sells blacklight 
posters and nudie card decks. Nellie leaves with a purchase, 
watching the footage on her phone, shaking her head in 
disbelief. She looks up, across the way, STOPPING IN HER TRACKS: 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


The GORGEOUS MAN! He checks out customers behind the counter at 
the WILLIAMS-SONOMA, and damn he looks GOOOOOOOOOOOD. The CHORUS 
SWELLS: “GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN!!!" He glances up, almost 
as if LOOKING INTO NELLIE’S SOUL. “REMEMBER CHRIST OUR SAVIOR-” 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


The chorus evaporates, Nellie snapped from her fever dream back 
to the silent banality of reality, just the hum of unbridled 
commerce lingering to comfort her unsated appetite. Nellie 
glides towards the Williams-Sonoma, like a moth to a flame. 


EXT. AMY’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


With some effort, Uncle Tommy and Steve tilt Amy’s MANGER into 
place at the front of her house. A MAN IN A STOCKING HAT crosses 
the street towards them. 


HAT MAN 
Guys need a hand? 


A GUY in a PLAID SHIRT almost instantaneously appears from 
another nook of the neighborhood, expectant. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
Uh, I think we're good. 


HAT MAN 
Please? My wife’s got me cleaning 
Precious Moments Angels all morning 
and they are freaking me out. 


STEVE 
Uh, okay, why not? 
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HAT MAN 
Great. I got a pot of coffee on 
and some Bailey’s in the garage. 


PLAID SHIRT GUY 
Yeah, I got this DeWitt Laser 
Level — I’ve been DYING to make 
sure some things are hung evenly! 


They both scamper back to their domains to grab their gear. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
You sure we need extra help, Steve? 


Steve and Uncle Tommy look out to the neighborhood street: more 
and more CURIOUS MEN poke their heads hopefully out of front 
doors, or wander instinctively out from driveways or back yards. 


STEVE 
Yeah. This will be good. We've 
still got a lot to get done. Plus 
we'll have more witnesses now in 
case — 


Steve WINCES. He turns apologetically back to Uncle Tommy, who's 
feelings are again VISIBLY HURT. 


STEVE (CONT’D) 
I meant — 


UNCLE TOMMY 
I know what you meant. 


INT. WILLIAMS-SONOMA CHECKOUT LINE — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie stands in the long solo LINE, which opens up to a bank of 
REGISTERS at its head. She hopefully gazes at The Gorgeous Man, 
working at REGISTER 3. Nellie inches to the front of the line. A 
STEWARD eyes the cashiers: NUMBER 8 completes a transaction. 


STEWARD 
They'll take you at number 8. 


Nellie, seeing other people besides The Gorgeous Man for the 
first time, dumbly accepts her fate and involuntarily drifts to 
REGISTER 8 and a middle-aged woman. The entire time she barely 
takes her eyes off The Gorgeous Man. 
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INT. WILLIAMS-SONOMA FRONT — MINUTES LATER 


Sadly, Nellie exits the storefront, which empties directly into 
the mall concourse. Longingly, she looks back to the Registers. 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


The Gorgeous Man, a glowing portrait of divinity, the ANGELS’ 
CHORUS SINGING, sexily scans cast iron trivets at his register. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Determined, Nellie turns to a bank of SHELVES by her. She spies 
the cheapest item she can: a SMALL RUBBER BAKING SPATULA for 
$1.95. She grabs one and rushes to get back in line. 


INT. WATER TOWER COFFEE SHOP CHAIRS & TABLES — CONTINUOUS 


Amy dejectedly looks at ONLINE MR. KLIPPLES DOLL SALES on her 
phone: one online seller lists the doll at $400.00. She sinks in 
her chair, disappointed. 


RON (0.S.) 
Everything okay? 


Amy looks up to see Ron, in a neutral TAN getup up of KHAKIS and 
a POLO, a far cry from his flashy suit the day before. 


AMY 

Jesus. 

(a beat, lying) 
Yeah, great. Great day shopping so 
far. Got a lot of great stuff for 
the kids. Tons of stuff...stuff 
that’s turnt and cray and...oh so 
cheddah... 


She’s rambling, collapsing, and they both know it. 


AMY (CONT’D) 
How’s your shopping going? 


RON 
I’m not shopping...um, not yet. 
I'd offer to buy you a (MORE) 
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RON (CONT'D) 
refill but I know how espresso 
gives you the runs... 


AMY 
Then I guess there’s no reason for 
you to be here. 


A WAITRESS appears. 


WAITRESS 
Sir, can I get you something? 


Ron smiles. The World just conspires in his favor, it seems. 


RON 
Please. Americano, with foam? 


The waitress smiles and nods, stepping away. Amy rolls her eyes. 
Ron eases into a chair opposite her. A long beat elapses, Amy 
recharging her drained batteries: 


AMY 
So when were you going to tell me 
about Hayley? 


RON 
Honestly? Probably never. I don’t 
think a glass of wine is major 
confession material. 


AMY 
Right, I forgot with you there’s 
always three or four major lies up 
in the air — I meant about her 
moving in with you. 


RON 
I don’t know — when the time was 
right. If she still even wanted 
to, in a couple months. 


AMY 
A couple months?! 


RON 
Amy, she’s a teenager, she’s 
rebelling against something new 
every couple weeks. 


AMY 
And you're always there to stoke 
the rebellion, it seems. 


RON 
I’m there for Hayley, and for Tyler 
and Maddie. Sometimes that’s all I 
can be, is there for them. I’m not 
running some grand conspiracy 
behind your back to discredit you 
or something. And if you think I 
am, that makes me very concerned 
about what you tell them about me. 


AMY 
I don’t need to spin any yarns or 
stretch any truths about their 
alcoholic, gambling, secretary- 
banging fath- 


RON 
I didn’t sleep with my secretary. 


AMY 
But you wanted to. 


RON 
But I didn’t. 


The Waitress, chipper, returns with Ron’s COFFEE and a RECEIPT. 
WAITRESS 
Okay...Americano...that’s $4.35, 


cash or card? 


RON 
Uh, cash... 


WAITRESS 
Are you a rewards member with us? 


RON 
No... 
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WAITRESS 
Would you like to become one? 


RON 
No, thanks... 


WAITRESS 
Would you like to donate 10% to 
the Limbless Children’s Society of 
America? 


RON 
Well, yes, sure... 


WAITRESS 
Rewards members get 10% of the 10% 
donation back- 


AMY 
Are you a complete idiot?! We’re 
in the middle of something!!! 


Ron, shocked, holds out a FIVE DOLLAR BILL to the Waitress. SHE 
ignores his money, RUNNING AWAY as she squelches a SOB. A long, 
boiling beat goes by; Amy knows she was wrong. Ron also resets: 


RON 
I went to an AA meeting today. 


AMY 
(short, pissed) 
Good for you. Stick around for a 
year, I hear they give you a cake. 


RON 
Look, I’m sorry for my shortcomings. 
It’s fair to say I neglected many of 
my duties as a husband. But I wish 
we could have talked about it before 
you suddenly filed. 


AMY 
So it’s my fault you’re a horndog? 


RON 
It’s your fault you have to keep 
everything looking shiny (MORE) 


RON (CONT’D) 
and perfect instead of dealing 
with the imperfections when they 
arise- 


AMY 
Okay, I've had enough- 


RON 

(forcefully) 
You're proving my point. 

(cooling) 
Your method of conflict resolution 
is to abandon any problems, any 
challenges, anything you don’t 
like, gloss them over and make 
them disappear. You don't deal 
with anything. 


AMY 
So I find sexts on your phone and 
I’m supposed to deal with it? 


RON 
Me? Maybe I should just disappear. 
But our kids? They're growing up 
whether you like it or not. You 
can’t ignore that. 


Ron stands and walks away. Seething, Amy reaches across the 
table and POCKETS his unspent five dollar bill. 

INT. WILLIAMS-SONOMA — CONTINUOUS 

Pissed, Nellie vacates the CASHIER’S BANK, clutching her FOURTH 
freshly-purchased small rubber baking spatula. She immediately 
proceeds back to the small rubber baking spatula shelf by the 


entryway and selects another, returning to the line. 


Impatient, she looks to her phone. 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


Another YOUTUBE VIDEO, the title reads “Black Widow Strikes 
Again!!! Black Friday Brawl Pepper Spray fTw!!1!” the video is 
of another past Black Friday MELEE, shot on a phone: 
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Lumpy freaks trade fists over a footbath, when a SLIM FEMALE 
reaches in, brandishing a FLOURESCENT PINK PEPPER SPRAY BOTTLE, 
and completely BLINDSIDES a Fat Woman with a torrent of searing 
liquid lava. 

BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 

SOMETHING catches Nellie’s attention. As she inches along in the 
line, she SCROLLS the video back to the entrance of the Pepper 
Spray Lady. She lets the attack play, then REWINDS and views it 
again. Her brow furrowing, she rewinds yet again. 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


The Pepper Spray Bottle. Something about it is familiar. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


It DAWNS on Nellie: she rifles through her purse and withdraws 
the pepper spray Sylvia gave her earlier: the SAME BOTTLE. 


STEWARD 
Ma'am? Register 3 can help you. 


Nellie looks up from the bottle, SHELLSHOCKED. She turns to the 
Steward, to the awaiting Gorgeous Man at Register 3, then back 
to the phone, TORN. 


P.O.V. NELLIE — CONTINUOUS 


The Gorgeous man. So Gorgeous. “GOD REST YE-” 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


NELLIE 
SHIT! 


She abandons the line, bolting out of the store. 
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EXT. AMY’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


The DECORATIONS are really coming together! A DOZEN LOCAL MEN 
have now converged on the house, including Amy’s other brothers 
Uncle Danny and Uncle Mike. Steve looks on, pleased. 


A gaggle of men hover around a coil of lights near an exterior 
outlet. They ceremoniously PLUG an extension cord into it. 


POP! FIZZ! A commotion from the BACK DECK/CRAWLSPACE, as the 
interior house lights GO DARK. A quiet collective GROAN arises 
from the slapdash work crew. They rush to the crawlspace. Steve 
looks to the foreboding new problem, dejected. 


INT. WATER TOWER 5™ FLOOR — FOOD COURT — A LITTLE LATER 


Amy, visibly distraught, stalks through the concourse. Nellie 
approaches, jogging to catch her: 


NELLIE 
Amy! We have to talk. 


AMY 
Can it wait? I just saw Ron. 


NELLIE 
Oh shit. What did he do? 


AMY 
Nothing. He was calm and collected. 
Not upset or stressed out or 
anything. It was infuriating. 


NELLIE 
Listen: Sylvia? She’s bad news. 


AMY 
Nellie, I told you she’s a lot to 
handle. Don’t be a drama queen 
about it. 


NELLIE 
I’m not. I’m looking out for you- 


AMY 
Well, I didn’t ask for a chaperone. 
I’m a grown-ass woman and (MORE) 


AMY (CONT'D) 
I don’t need you telling me who I’m 
allowed to be friends with. 


NELLIE 
Sylvia is not your friend. She's 
the Black Widow! 


Amy stops and turns to Nellie. She’s finally listening, but 
Sylvia HOLLERS to them from across the food court. She skitters 
over to them on her stiletto heels. 


SYLVIA 
Hola, Amy! Good news! I spoke with 
my guy. He’s got some Mr. Klipples 
dolls! He'll hold them for us if 
we can get there inside the hour! 


NELLIE 
Can you give us a minute? We’re in 
the middle of something. 


SYLVIA 
Did you not hear me? We got less 
than an hour before these Mr. 
Klipples dolls go away. 


NELLIE 
I don’t care. 


SYLVIA 
Amy, do you care? You told me 
you’re scared of losing the kids 
to Ron and you asked me to come 
along for help, now — 


NELLIE 
Wait. You told her that? When? 


AMY 
I don’t know. Yesterday, I guess. 


NELLIE 
Yesterday before you told me you 
were fine or yesterday after you 
told me you were fine? 
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AMY 
I don’t know Nellie. Do I have to 
tell you everything? Are you my 
therapist? Are you my parole 
officer? 


NELLIE 
I thought I was family. Instead I’m 
lied to, and ignored, and dragged 
around as free labor so you can try 
and buy your kids’ loyalty. And 
you’re more concerned with placating 
your new rich friend from the 
neighborhood who totally non- 
suspiciously brings pepper spray to 
a God damn mall. 


Nellie produces the pepper spray canister and TOSSES it at 
Sylvia's feet. They watch as it clatters away. Sylvia slowly 
turns back to Nellie. Deliberately: 


SYLVIA 
That’s a funny way of showing your 
gratitude. 

NELLIE 


Gratitude? For what? 


SYLVIA 
For all the deals I hooked you up 
with today. 

NELLIE 


Amy found the deals, you just 
brought the land mines. 


SYLVIA 
And what did you bring? What have 
you done for us that we didn’t 
tell you to do? Why don’t you 
leave Amy alone and worry about 
your own problems, eh? 


NELLIE 
You don’t even know me. 


SYLVIA 
I know you’re nothing like me, or 
Amy. No kids, no husband. You 
don’t even have a family of your 
own to spend the holidays with. 
You’re below me. 


NELLIE 
I’m below you?! You’re a gold- 
digger who steals from people on 
Christmas! 


SYLVIA 
You're from the wrong side of the 
tracks and you should have stayed 
there. Ain’t no changing how you 
were raised, or who raised you. Or 
didn’t raise you. 


AMY 
Okay, now, c’mon... 


NELLIE 
You're the Black Widow, you bitch! 


SYLVIA 
No, see, you don’t know me. You 
don’t know I grew up dirt poor in 
El Salvador. Or that all of my 
kids get jobs growing up so they 
know the value of a dollar. Or 
that, Black Widow or not, I don’t 
take no shit from nobody trying to 
get in the way of my family’s 
happiness- 


Sylvia winds up for a SLAP! Amy steps between them. 


AMY 
Hey, hey! NO! 


Sylvia backs off, cooling down. 


SYLVIA 
We're wasting time. You want that 
doll for your girl? Ditch your 
cat-lady-childless-aunt of a 
friend and let’s go. 
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Amy, torn, looks to Nellie. Nellie, a fissure developing in her 
bulletproof coolness, says nothing. Amy, inert, also doesn’t say 
a word, and the moment to do the right thing PASSES. 


Nellie THROWS her JUNKO’S BAG at their feet. FAKE RUBBER PUKE, a 
PLASTIC DOG TURD, and other sophomoric GAGS spill out onto the 
floor. Sylvia laughs derisively. 


AMY 
What is that? 


NELLIE 
Stocking stuffers for Tyler. 


SYLVIA 
See mama, she doesn’t know what 
she’s doing. 


NELLIE 
Say what you want about motherhood. 
But I know men. And ain’t a man 
alive who doesn’t get a kick out of 
a whoopee cushion once in a while. 


Amidst the absurdity, there is sentiment. Amy and Nellie lock 
eyes for a moment. REDNESS swells within Nellie’s glassy gaze. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
Don’t say I didn’t do anything for 
you. 


Nellie storms off. Amy collects the gag gifts from the floor. 


EXT. AMY'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 
Uncle Tommy crouches in the crawlspace, working on the FUSE BOX. 
UNCLE TOMMY 
Oh yeah. I see the problem. Mike, 


come take a look at this. 


A GROUP of men stand just outside the crawlspace, watching Tommy 
nervously, among them Uncle Mike. 


UNCLE MIKE 
Nah, I’m good. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
It’s a simple patch job. Steve, 
come look at this, though. 


STEVE 
I...don’t want to. 


Uncle Tommy emerges from the crawlspace. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
So no one wants to help me out? 


PLAID SHIRT GUY 
It just seems like, you don’t need 
our help. And you just want us to 
go into the crawlspace with you. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
To help! 


HAT MAN 
It’s a little creepy. 


STEVE 
Let us know when it’s fixed. 


The group begins to disband, creeped out by Uncle Tommy. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
This is bullshit! I don’t deserve 
this sort of discrimination! I’m 
NOT a serial killer! Now someone 
get in the crawlspace so I can 
show them something interesting!!! 


EXT. BERWYN BUNGALOW — LATER 

Amy's car pulls up outside of a BUNGALOW in a middle-class 
suburb, BERWYN, IL. 

INT. BUNGALOW — CONTINUOUS 

Sylvia knocks on the front door. It eases open, AJAR. She and 
Amy enter into a cluttered frunchroom. Heavy drapes keep out 


most sunlight, musty couches are stacked with various BRANDED 
BOXES and BAGS — AMAZON, EBAY, etc. 
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Sylvia moves through the room. She moves into an equally crummy 
KITCHEN, clinks of plates and rustling papers as she pokes 

around. In the frunchroom, Amy touches beer cans, an ashtray, a 
shitty coffee table. Sylvia’s machinations have ceased: SILENCE. 


AMY 
Sylvia? Listen, I feel weird about 
this. Can you call your guy? 


BEHIND HER, UNSEEN, a large, looming, SUPERHUMAN OGRE ROUNDS THE 
CORNER. Its beady eyes sit back in a GOAT-LIKE VISAGE, scraggly 
hair curling off its face and gnarled HORNS spiraling upwards. 
Its CLOVEN HOOVES and GRIMY HUMAN ARMS silently advance on Amy! 


She turns to see the gaping maw of the beast before her! Amy 
SCREAMS BLOODY MURDER! She chucks the ASHTRAY at it. THUNK! The 
Beast is unharmed, but affected: it steps back. Muffled: 


THE BEAST 
If that ashtray is broken you’re 
paying for it. 


The Beast shimmies out of its own head: it is a shirtless man, 
wearing a convincing COSTUME. He’s PETE SHOTGUN, 40, shabby; a 
Chicago South Sider, accent and mustache to match. 


PETE (CONT'D) 
Where’s your kid? 


AMY 
My kids aren't here. 


PETE 
Aren’t you my Noon Krampus 
appointment? 

AMY 


What the hell is Krampus? 
He holds up the GOAT HEAD. Uncharacteristically pretentious: 


PETE 
What the hell is Krampus? Only a 
netherworld demigod prevalent in 
Eastern European Folklore who eats 
misbehaving children on Christmas 
Eve. C’mon, lady. 
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AMY 
Whatever. I’m here for the Mr. 
Klipples doll. 


PETE 
Oh, you’re Sylvia’s girl, huh? 
Have a seat, I'll get to you. It’s 
a busy day for me. 


DING DONG! They look to the back of the house, Amy with concern, 
Pete with a flash of SADISTIC DELIGHT. 


INT. PETE’S BACK ROOM — MINUTES LATER 


Pete’s back room is decorated pretty convincingly like a NORTH 
POLE/SANTA’S WORKSHOP. A ROTTWEILER sits at his side wearing an 
ELF HAT. He stands, in FULL SANTA REGALIA, holding a CRYING 
CHILD off their feet, in front of him, YELLING IN THEIR FACE. 


PETE/SANTA 
And are you gonna be nicer to your 
Sister?! 
CHILD 
YES! 
PETE/SANTA 


And you'll unload the dishwasher 
when your mother asks you?!?! 


CHILD 
YES! 


PETE/SANTA 
And if you’re not pulling As and 
Bs in school, I’m gonna take away 
your iPad! AM I CLEAR?!?! 


Through a CRACKED-OPEN DOOR which leads into the kitchen, Amy 
and Sylvia watch the insane ceremony unfold. 


PETE/SANTA (CONT'D) 
(suddenly calm and chipper) 
Okay, run along now kiddo. 


He sets the child down, who devolves into inconsolable SOBBING, 
turning and running away out the back door. The Rottweiler BARKS 
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once for show. A GRAYING FATHER ENTERS from the back door a 
moment later. He hands over a WAD OF CASH to Pete. 


GRAYING FATHER 
Let’s hope it sticks this year. 


PETE 
I can follow her to and from 
school for a couple days to really 
drive the point home? 


GRAYING FATHER 
6 Se eats hie She eee ele Se ecw te oes Please no. 


Pete shrugs and walks away, trailed by his Rott. 


INT. PETE’S KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS 


Satisfied, Pete strolls in, sparks a cigarette and cracks a 
beer. Amy is flabbergasted by the incident she just witnessed. 


AMY 
Are you Krampus or are you Santa 
Claus? 

PETE 


I’m whatever I need to be. Parents 
pay me to bust up Prom after-parties 
dressed as a cop. No magical 
deflowering rendezvous going down on 
Officer Krampus’s watch. 


AMY 
Is that dog safe? Around kids? 


PETE 
Bubbles is very friendly with 
people she’s familiar with. Give 
her some of that sausage. 


A weird SAUSAGEY GOULASH sits in a tepid frying pan on the 
stove. Amy scoops up a little bit with her fingers that she 
holds out. Bubbles happily trots to her and slurps up the gruel. 
Pete retrieves TWO MR. KLIPPLES DOLLS from his kitchen cabinets. 


PETE (CONT’D) 
Here we are, two Mr. Klipples. 
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Amy's eyes transfix on the TOY: 24 tie-dyed inches of gymnastic 
giraffe with David Bowie apparel in a long Barbie-Style box, a 
hard, clear plastic display sheath taking up most of the front 
of the packaging. Amy reaches for one. Pete SNATCHES it away. 


PETE (CONT’D) 
Five hundred bucks. 


AMY 
Five hundred? That’s egregious. 


Sylvia hands over CASH and takes one of the dolls. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
Can...you...wiggle on the price? 
Retail is 65 bucks. 


PETE 
You're already getting a deal 
because I know Sylvia. These are 
some of the only unsold Mr. 
Klipples in the State. 


AMY 
(to Sylvia) 


Can you front me? 


SYLVIA 
Sorry mama, that was all my cash. 


Amy eyes Sylvia, Mr. Klipples, Pete. Finally she cracks. 


AMY 
I can’t swing it. 500 is too high. 


SYLVIA 
What about something you have in 
the car? 
AMY 


Those are for other people... 


SYLVIA 
And this is Mr. Klipples. This is 
Maddie’s Christmas right here. 
(to Pete) 
How about 200 and a flat screen? 
And a jumbo bottle of Centrum? 


PETE 
(dealbreaker ) 
Centrum? Or Centrum Silver? 


AMY 
No, I,...I don’t know about this. 


PETE 
I need an answer soon. My 1 o'clock 
is Jimmy McGinley. That piece of 
shit burned down his neighbor’s 
garage last summer, so I need some 
time to mentally prepare. 


SYLVIA 
Take a moment outside. Think it 
over. 


EXT. PETE’S BUNGALOW — CONTINUOUS 


Amy steps out of the front door onto the small brick FRONT 
STOOP. Torn, she looks to her car: 


AMY 
Oh, shit. 


Amy's front window has been SMASHED! Amy runs out to the car. 
The trunk is OPEN and EMPTY. She looks up and down the street. 


P.O.V. AMY — CONTINUOUS 


A BLOCK AWAY, a scraggly, methed-out, redheaded ne’er-do-well, 


JACOB, pushes a rickety SHOPPING CART down the street, running. 


Unmistakably, AMY'S AND SYLVIA’S GIFTS occupy the cart. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Amy's crushing SADNESS fuels a warlike RAGE unknown to this 
point. Her eyes narrow as she stares down Jacob. 


AMY (CONT’D) 
You picked the wrong mama. 
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INT. WILLIAMS-SONOMA LINE — CONTINUOUS 


Nellie waits in line again, composed from the showdown with 
Sylvia, but still touching up her makeup — she’s clearly been 
crying. She reaches the head of the line. 


STEWARD 
Ma’am, number 6 can take you. 


NELLIE 
Actually, I need to speak with the 
cashier at Register 3? 


STEWARD 
(looking at #3) 
Okay. He’s almost available. Find 
everything you were looking for? 


NELLIE 
(lustily) 
Almost. 


STEWARD 
Okay, number 3 is available. 


Nellie tosses her hair back, straightens her shoulders, and 
struts to Register 3. She smiles genuinely, but flirtily, and 
arrives: a ROTUND MAN, 50s, bald, stands behind the counter. 


NELLIE 
No. NO! NOOO!!! 


Nellie RUNS OFF. The Rotund Man looks to her, confused. A 
MANAGER, DANA approaches him. 


MANAGER DANA 
Randy, I’ll have to write you up 
for that. 


EXT. BERWYN HOME — CONTINUOUS 


A HAPPY FAMILY nears completion of their Christmas decorations: 
flat, wooden, traditional, religious nativity characters pepper 
the front yard, as the HAPPY FATHER hoists the ANGEL OF THE LORD 
into position, dangling above an empty space front and center. 
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HAPPY FATHER 
Okay, we're almost done, just got 
to get the manger in place! 


A HAPPY TEEN SON and HAPPY MOTHER wheel a SMALL WOODEN MANGER 
across their DRIVEWAY. A HAPPY YOUNG DAUGHTER watches with 
excitement usually reserved for Christmas morning. 


SMASH! Amy’s car SPEEDS into the driveway and OBLITERATES the 
manger, splinters and shrapnel exploding over the front yard. 
The Happy Family SCREAMS IN TERROR, diving for cover! 


The car screeches to a halt and Amy and Sylvia hop out. Ambling 
down the sidewalk a few feet away, Jacob sees them. He maneuvers 
his cart around, and retreats in the opposite direction. 


EXT. BERWYN NEIGHBORHOOD — CONTINUOUS — IN TRANSIT 


Jacob and his cart stumble onto another front lawn. The cart 
catches a divot and falls over. He abandons it and runs but Amy 
TACKLES him into another decorative set up: this the common hard 
plastic figurines, religious and secular side-by-side. 


Sylvia moves to the cart’s spilled PACKAGES, as Amy and Jacob 
WRESTLE on the ground. Jacob pops up, grabs a PLASTIC CANDY CANE 
and wields it like a sword or hammer. Amy matches, seizing a 
long PLASTIC NUTCRACKER MAN and mimicking Jacob’s battle stance. 


NEIGHBORS nervously exit their homes to witness the clash. 


They swing mighty blows, CHASING one another across adjacent 
front lawns. With each mortal volley, the intended recipient 
DUCKS or JUKES; the destructive BLOWS, whether baseball-style or 
tomahawk downward, brutally befall defenseless holiday icons: 


CRACK! MELCHIOR (of Three Kings Fame) is BEHEADED. WHUMP! So is 
their CAMEL. FRACK! FROSTY’S bulbous belly is caved in. THUMP! 
BABY JESUS is pummeled into SMITHEREENS. FWOMP! Fuck that 
REINDEER. BLATCH! Seeya later KERSTMIS VADER. 


Amy CONNECTS with Jacob’s candy cane, SHATTERING it. She moves 
in for a blow but he stumbles away, grasping a triangular 
PLASTIC SHARD. He SWINGS IT and it CATCHES AMY’S ARM! DOWN 
FEATHERS spring forth from the wound on her coat. 


Amy RECOILS and Jacob SPRINTS away. She looks to a superficial 
slice harming only her parka. She pursues him across the street. 
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Amy passes a house decoration in process and grabs a large COIL 
of ORANGE EXTENSION CORD. She HEAVES it across the street, an 
improvised lasso. It lands in Jacob’s path and he TRIPS over it, 
his momentum carrying him onto another front lawn. 


Jacob COLLAPSES into a front hedge. He arises, grasping at a 
dangling POWER CORD for support. The electrical tether gives 
way, and he pulls a crop of INFLATABLE DECORATIONS OFF THE ROOF. 


The inflatables — A SNOW GLOBE, YETI, REINDEER, etc. — plop down 
around him. Disoriented, He SWIPES BLINDLY at them with the 
plastic shard. One by one, he literally CUTS DOWN his attackers, 
limp husks of multicolored polyfiber sinking beneath his feet. 


Through the blitz of balloon attackers steps Amy, swinging her 
nutcracker man. Jacob PARRYS, grabs her, and pins her down on 
the front yard, the shard of plastic held to her throat! RAWRRR! 
PETE’S ROTTWEILER BUBBLES ATTACKS Jacob heroically! 


Jacob rolls away, Bubbles barking at him viciously. Jacob now 
squares off with Bubbles. PLOP! An ELF INFLATABLE comes off the 
roof, LANDING right between them, confusing the dog. 


POOF! Amy KICKS the Elf aside, revealing Jacob to Bubbles again. 
Bubbles growls, leaps and SEIZES Jacob’s arm! They tumble, one 
mass of struggling survival, onto another yard, disrupting more 
hard work and good cheer. 


The man and dog WRESTLE, until, chewed up and bloodied, Jacob 
PUSHES the beast into a “REINDEER STABLE” DECORATION, closing 
the doors and barring them with a thin Candy Cane. He breathes 
and smiles for a moment, one foe vanquished. 


Amy RIPS a NETTING of CHRISTMAS LIGHTS off another home’s front 
display, ruining it. She THROWS the netting over Jacob, 
restricting his range of motion. He stumbles away. 


Stalking calmly behind him, Amy plucks a long, thin “WELCOME TO 
THE NORTH POLE” SIGNPOST off a yard. She strikes him surgically, 
calculated. She toys with him, each STRIKE intended to injure, 
to maim, yet not to subdue. She wants to punish him. 


She strikes his hand and he drops the shard of plastic, 
collapsing. She looms over his crumpled carcass. Jacob, his arms 
slithering through the netting of lights, hugs a STONE MOTHER 
GOOSE STATUETTE for comfort, whining. 
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As Amy is upon him, he arises and HURLS the goose at Amy's head! 
She DUCKS! 


INT. LOVELY HOME LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


An ELDERLY COUPLE decorate their artificial tree as Bing Crosby 
vinyls serenade them. CRASH!!! The GOOSE flies through their 
frunchroom windows, shattering their domestic placidity. 


EXT. BERWYN NEIGHBORHOOD — CONTINUOUS 


Jacob runs into the street. A MINIVAN comes down the road, a 
fresh CHRISTMAS EVERGREEN strapped to the top. It screeches to a 
halt as Jacob, monkey-like, ambles onto the top. 


Jacob RIPS the evergreen from its cables, hoists it over his 
head, and throws it down ON TOP OF the pursuing Amy! Jacob hops 
off the minivan and returns to his cart. 


Neighbors move to Amy, helping pry the heavy tree off her. The 
citizens bark over one another: 


CITIZENS 
What’s going on lady?!/You gotta 
get out of here!/Calm down!/I 
called the police! 


Finally they budge the tree off of Amy. She rolls over on her 
hands and knees, heaving for breath, peppered with more 
horrified questions and denunciations; the mélange of outcry 
DISORIENTING Amy and exhausting her further. 

After who knows how long, she collects herself and arises. She 
looks back towards the cart and her car. 


P.O.V. AMY — CONTINUOUS 


Already a couple blocks away, Jacob and cart RETREAT. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Stepping past and through the protesting neighbors, Amy returns 
to her car. She gets into it, REVERSING VIOLENTLY. 
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Her car CAREENS across the street, up onto the front yard of 
another house, backing into their FRONT HEDGES. The agape TRUNK 
DOOR SNAGS their CHRISTMAS LIGHTS. Amy's car PEELS OUT onto the 
street, SPEEDING AWAY in pursuit of Jacob. 


The house’s EXTENSIVE LIGHTS and DECORATIONS are ruthlessly 
YANKED off. SANTA, HIS SLEIGH, and NINE REINDEER tumble to the 
ground and trail Amy's car like cans on a newlywed’s. The home's 
exterior fagade is ruthlessly RUINED in a heartbeat. 


Enraged victims flood the streets, the entire block completely 
destroyed, virtually no home untouched by Amy’s rampage. Her car 
passes a LAWN SIGN at the end of the block: 


THIS BLOCK IS ENTERED INTO THE “BERWYN’S BEST CHRISTMAS 
DECORATIONS BLOCK CONTEST 2021!” 


EXT. TRAIN TRACKS — MOMENTS LATER 


A PASSENGER TRAIN approaches and TRAIN CROSSING GATES COME DOWN 
just as Jacob clears the tracks. Amy’s car reaches the gates and 
she pulls over to the side of the road. Amy RUNS, ducking under 
the gates and across the tracks as the train BEARS DOWN ON HER! 


EXT. ROWHOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


On the other side of the tracks, Jacob runs to the front door of 
a ROWHOUSE, one of a line of run-down houses abutting the train 
tracks in a distinctly more blighted neighborhood. He leaves the 
cart out front and fumbles for keys, UNLOCKING his door. 


INT. JACOB’S ROWHOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


WHUMP! Amy TACKLES Jacob and they tumble into the frunchroom of 
his house. They struggle and roll around on the scarred 
hardwood, until Amy gets the upper hand, STRADDLING Jacob and 
pinning him down. She CHOKES him, until: 


Amy takes her eyes off him and surveys the room: ALMOST EMPTY, a 
filthy PAINTER’S DRAPE makes a makeshift wall in the back of the 
room. It is inhospitable, unwelcoming, likely a SQUATTER’S DEN. 


She softens, and her grip loosens. Jacob nudges her off him. 
They both arise, catching their breath. 


She examines Jacob closely for the first time: 40's, coat and 
jeans worn thin by years of winters, grubby Carhartt boots. He 
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speaks in an unvarnished affectation: half trailer park tweaker, 


half wannabe 


‘hood. She pulls out her PHONE and starts DIALING. 


JACOB 
What are you doing? 


AMY 
Calling the police. 


JACOB 
Please don’t call the police. 


AMY 
You broke into my car and stole 
all my shit. What the hell, man? 


JACOB 
Times are tough! I’m desperate. 


AMY 
That’s not the point. 


JACOB 
Then what is the point? Kick a man 
when he’s down? 


She stops dialing. 


JACOB (CONT'D) 
Look, it wasn’t right, I know it. 
But I got kids. And they deserve a 
good Christmas. Whaddaya say you 
leave one of them flat screens 
behind and we'll call it even? 


AMY 
That’s not even close to even! 


JACOB 
Why not?! 


AMY 
Because it belongs to me, and you 
broke into my car! 
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JACOB 
It’s not the presents I’m after. I 
need money. My kids gotta eat. 


Amy knows she’s talking to a total loser. She’s human after all: 


AMY 
How about I bring some leftovers 
by tomorrow? 


JACOB 
That’s a kind thing to offer, but 
I can’t pay my heat bill with 
stuffing. Please. You got any 
cash? Whatever you can spare. 


Frustrated, she rolls her eyes. But she reaches into her sock, 
pulling out some secret CASH. 


BUBBLES RUSHES THROUGH THE DOOR! She LEAPS towards Jacob, but he 
DIVES out of the way! Bubbles flops onto and then through the 
painter’s drape, dragging it down to the floor, revealing: 


Next to the frunchroom, an elegantly decorated, fully furnished 
DINING/FAMILY ROOM. A TEENAGE SON plays on an expensive COMPUTER 
on a desk. A SMALL DAUGHTER has an EXPENSIVE DOLLHOUSE. A MOTHER 
carries in an expensive CAKE from the kitchen. 


Bubbles struggles underneath the thick canvass of the drape, 
until she is free, instantly CLOCKING Jacob, setting herself for 
a charge, and barking ferociously again. 


AMY 
Bubbles! 


The dog looks to Amy, quiets, and trots to her side, licking her 
sausagey fingertips. The FAMILY in the dining room looks 


guiltily to Amy. Jacob’s uncouth vocal affectation disappears. 


JACOB 
Shit. 


Amy looks to the family and Jacob, then addresses Bubbles: 


AMY 
Bubbles? They're all yours. 
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EXT. JACOB’S ROWHOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


Amy exits the home and starts wheeling the cart away. Within the 
home, the FAMILY SCREAMS, Bubbles GROWLS and BARKS, and the 
windows SHAKE; TERRIFIED TRAUMAS echoing into the neighborhood. 


EXT. TRAIN TRACKS — A LITTLE LATER 


Sapped, Amy trudges back across the now empty tracks. In mere 
minutes, her car has been STRIPPED; it is a HUSK of itself, 
wheels gone, up on cinder blocks. Amy gazes at the COMPLETE 
LIQUIDATION of her vehicle, DEFEATED. 


INT. WATER TOWER COFFEE SHOP CHAIRS AND TABLES — LATER 


Nellie sits at a table, going over her LISTS, copious bags 
surrounding her on the ground and table. She crosses Steve’s 
“TheraGun” off his list: THE LAST ITEM. She exhales heavily. 


MALE’S VOICE (0.S.) 
Excuse me... 


Nellie looks up to see THE GORGEOUS MAN. There is no angels’ 
chorus; he is really there, in the flesh. Still gorgeous, but 
somehow attainable, possibly human. His WILLIAMS-SONOMA NAME TAG 
READS “JAVIER.” 


JAVIER (CONT'D) 
Would you happen to have an extra 
Williams-Sonoma small rubber 
baking spatula I could have? 


Nellie is floored, but finds herself and eyes the HALF-DOZEN 
SMALL WILLIAMS-SONOMA BAGS on the table, then smiles. Coyly: 


NELLIE 
I don’t know. Each one is deeply 
personal to me. That’s why I 
bought each one individually. 


JAVIER 
Yeah, I noticed that. 


NELLIE 
You noticed that, huh? I noticed 
you, too. 


JAVIER 
Is that so? 


NELLIE 
Yes. I could tell from across the 
way you were a very...competent 
employee. 


JAVIER 
Then you should get your eyes 
checked, because I’m not. I’m 
seasonal, I can barely work the 
point of sale machine. 


NELLIE 
Hmmm, let me look again... 


She OBJECTIFIES him with a long up-and-down stare. He loves it. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
Yup, my mistake. You’re a terrible 
employee. 


He is charmed. She travels 1,000 light years away in his eyes. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
I’m sorry about my spatula 
hoarding. How about to make it up, 
I buy you a coffee instead? 


JAVIER 
(grateful, sitting) 
Coffee would be GREAT. 


NELLIE 
Long day, huh? 


JAVIER 
Longest day of the year. How was 
yours? 


NELLIE 
Uhhh, ...haha, that’s probably not 
a conversation for our... 


JAVIER 
What? First date? 


She legit blushes and looks away. 


JAVIER (CONT'D) 
Okay, you’re right. How about we 
start small? I’m Javier. 


NELLIE 
Nellie. And, my day is much better 
now; that’s all that matters. 


He reaches across the table and sips her coffee, playfully 


recoiling. 


He gives her a 
analytical. 


JAVIER 
Oof! Sweet! 


NELLIE 
Yeah, I’m a double-pump latte 
extra foam kinda girl. I take it 
you're not? 


JAVIER 
Yech, no! Black, maybe some milk. 


NELLIE 
Where’s the fun in that? 


JAVIER 
I’m not in it for the fun, I’m in 
it for the power. 


NELLIE 
Typical man. No nuance, no finesse. 


JAVIER 
That’s presumptuous! I’ve got 
plenty of nuance. 


NELLIE 
Oh yeah? Prove it. 


ONCE-OVER, but it’s less sexualizing and more 


JAVIER 
You're carrying around...turmoil. 
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Nellie’s FACE DROPS. She painfully soaks in the analysis, then 
gathers up her bags and other flotsam and jetsam. She arises and 
tries to leave the café area but he shadows her throughout: 


NELLIE 
THAT’S God damn presumptuous. 
(to herself) 
First half-decent person I meet 
all day and he tries to neg me 
into a Sephora undereye tutorial. 


JAVIER 
No. I — I didn’t mean the way you 
look — you're beautiful. 


NELLIE 
Don’t insult me with baseline 
Hallmark movie vanity. At least call 
me savage. Or thicc with two c’s. 


JAVIER 
I don’t think you’re really thicc, 
but look, Nellie, I’m not trying 
to play games; I mention it 
because I care. 


She stops, still defensive and now, newly incredulous: 


NELLIE 
You care about me? 


JAVIER 
Yeah, all things considered. It’s a 
pretty short first date but we've 
covered a lot of ground already. 


She relaxes and looks away. 


JAVIER (CONT'D) 
I spend all day looking at people 
for 30 seconds at a time. So, when 
I get a whole 3 minutes of someone 
— I can tell a lot. You okay? 


Fuck, AND this guy is emotionally intelligent?! Nellie thaws. 
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NELLIE 
Yeah, I...thanks for asking, but... 
it is a lot for now. Maybe later. 


JAVIER 
So there’s a later? 


He disarms her again. She laughs and wipes away a solitary, 
vulnerable tear. 


NELLIE 
Ugh,...Jesus, I did not think I'd 
actually enjoy melting down in the 
middle of a mall. It’s been a 
stressful day. 


JAVIER 
You know what relieves stress? 


Nellie resets — his forwardness serves to simultaneously catch 
her off guard and empower her. 


NELLIE 
You better give me more than 3 
minutes. 


INT. TOW TRUCK CAB — DUSK 


Amy sits, despondent. All her PURCHASES are jammed in behind or 
on the bench seat which she shares with the DRIVER. She looks up 
from her depressed reverie, seeing something DEEPLY UNSETTLING. 


AMY 
Oh, no, NO, NO!!! 


EXT. AMY’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


The tow truck pulls up, and she hops out, staring in disbelief 
at her house swarmed by DOZENS of NEIGHBORHOOD MEN. 


The house sports DECORATIONS FROM ALL HOLIDAYS: A SCARECROW 
joins SANTA in his sleigh, ABRAHAM LINCOLN attends the nativity, 
CUPID sits in Jesus’s manger. Amy approaches Steve. 


AMY 
Steve?! What the hell is this?!! 


STEVE 
Hey! Whaddaya think? It came 
together, huh? Except we're still 
looking for Baby Jesus Proper... 


AMY 
Came together?! It looks like a 
tornado struck a bad acid trip! 


The men notice Amy’s displeasure. They peel off and drift away 
from the confrontation. 


AMY (CONT’D) 
You put up ALL the decorations? 


STEVE 
You told me to. 


AMY 
I told you to put up all the 
Christmas decorations! 


STEVE 
No, you said all the decorations. 
Why else do you think I hung up 
the Flag Day patriotic bunting? 


AMY 
How did you even do it all? 


STEVE 
They all helped m- 


Steve turns to the house: it is DESERTED. 


STEVE (CONT'D) 
(to himself) 
Oh, mother... 


AMY 
How could you be so stupid?! 


STEVE 
Hey, I think I deserve some 
credit. I made a lot of this 
random crap work. And I stashed 
over 400 Easter eggs all over your 
yard. 
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AMY 
Why are there Halloween skeletons 
up there with Rudolph?! 


STEVE 
I thought you wanted a Scrooge, 
ghosts of Christmas past type vibe. 


AMY 
Get up there and get anything not 
red and snowy OFF MY HOUSE. 


She storms towards her back door. 


STEVE 
Are you going to help me? 


AMY 
Is it too much to ask that you 
pull your weight for once today?! 


STEVE 
Pull my weight? What do you think 
putting all your tacky shit up on 
the roof in the first place was? 


AMY 
That was a cop out, after you 
decided you couldn’t handle 
shopping. 


STEVE 
Yeah, after I went shopping. 
Everything you’ve asked me to do 
today, I’ve done it. You haven’t 
helped me out or even said thanks! 


AMY 
(snarky) 
Okay Steve, how can I “help you 
out?” 
STEVE 


How about being nice to me? 
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AMY 
Be nice to you? After this fiasco? 
I tell ya what — get the headless 
fucking horseman out of my 
nativity scene, and then I’1l1 be 
nice to you. Since you asked. 


Steve stands there defiantly, a STEELED RESOLVE unseen from him 
until now. Quiet and reserved: 


STEVE 

It’s being nice, Amy. I shouldn’t 

have to ask. 
He turns and walks away, across the street, off to his house. Up 
and down her street, rustling drapes and cracked-open doors: the 
whole neighborhood probably saw it, and they all surround her, 
but Amy is entirely, inarguably, ALONE. A LIGHT SNOW FALLS. 
INT. DOWNTOWN COFFEE SHOP — NIGHT — MONTAGE 
Nellie and Javier have moved on from the mall, and he rejoices 
as a BARISTA hands over a very generic cup of BLACK COFFEE to 
him. Nellie beams at his boyish exuberance. 


EXT. AMY’S ROOF — NIGHT — MONTAGE 


Amy yanks out nails, loosening various undesirable decorations. 


INT. STEVE’S KITCHEN — MONTAGE 


Stewing, Steve unhappily slurps on a beer bottle, alone. 


EXT. AMY’S FRONT YARD — NIGHT — MONTAGE 

Amy struggles to cast a batch of lights neatly over her front 
hedges. Instead they land as a tangled glob of garbled 
technicolor sitting atop the shrubbery. 


EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO — NIGHT — MONTAGE 


On Michigan Avenue, happy SHOPPERS dart to and from various 
deals. FAMILIES eat decadent, fancy meals at windowfront tables. 
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In Millennium Park, TEENAGERS assemble playful snowballs as 
CHILDREN ice skate at the Maggie Daley Skating Ribbon. 


The HOLIDAYS are in full swing. Nellie and Javier, arm in arm, 
walk amongst the winter wonderland happily. 

INT. AMY’S CRAWLSPACE — MONTAGE 

Amy tinkers with the insubordinate fuse box. Frustrated, she 
JAMS a screwdriver into it and SPARKS FLY! 

INT. AMY’S HOUSE — LATER — MONTAGE 

Amy trudges in through her front door with a “9/11 - NEVER 
FORGET” PLACARD. On her way through her frunchroom, she glances 
to see her TREE, UNDECORATED, and the box of unused ornaments 
still sitting idly next to it. It saddens her further. 

INT. STEVE’S BEDROOM — MONTAGE 

Steve sits with his WIFE, who is in bed convalescing. He takes a 
bowl of soup from her as she drifts back to sleep. He is happy 
to be home and to be of service to her, but turns away from her, 
contemplating the tribulations of the day. He is SHAKEN. 

INT. AMY’S DINING ROOM — MONTAGE 

Amy struggles to unfurl RIBBONS OF FAKE SNOW, until she knocks 
over a box of fragile CERAMIC WINTER FIGURINES. 

EXT. MILLENNIUM PARK — NIGHT — MONTAGE 

By the iconic “BEAN,” Nellie and Javier embrace, kissing softly, 
kindly, like they’ve known each other for generations. 


INT. UNCLE TOMMY’S LIVING ROOM — MONTAGE 


On ASKJEEVES.COM, Uncle Tommy types in, “WHAT IS A SOCIOPATH?” 
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INT. SOUTH SIDE KITCHEN — MONTAGE 


Hat Guy reluctantly sorts PRECIOUS MOMENTS ANGELS with his HAT 
WIFE. He is VISIBLY CREEPED OUT. 


EXT. 7-11 — NIGHT — MONTAGE 


A nice MERCEDES pulls up and parks BEHIND the 7-11. JACOB exits, 
walking to the front with a cardboard sign: “IRAQ VET — ANY 
LITTLE BIT HELPS — GOD BLESS.” 


INT. JAVIER’S CAR — MONTAGE 


Javier drives. Nellie gazes out her window, admiring FAMILIES 
frolicking in the snowfall and houses with CHRISTMAS LIGHTS 
twinkling dreamily in the quiet night. “WALKING IN THE AIR” from 
Raymond Briggs’s “The Snowman” serenades them over the radio. 


INT. AMY'S ATTIC — CONTINUOUS — END MONTAGE 


A batch of boxes sit at Amy’s feet, as she tries to fit them 
back into the nooks and crannies in which they belong. In need 
of a break, she withdraws her PHONE and texts: 


TO: SYLVIA 
Are you around? I could really use a hand 
over here...where did you go today? 


Amy pockets her phone and continues her project. A moment later, 
her phone DINGS. She retrieves it and reads: 


FROM: SYLVIA 
Sorry mama! I had to get to the school early 
for the recital. 


Amy SCOFFS, tossing the phone aside. She struggles more with the 
boxes. Then something DAWNS ON HER: THE RECITAL! 


AMY 
Oh my God, NO!!! 
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INT. SCHOOL AUDITORIUM — LATER 


MADDIE’S CLASS performs “DREIDEL DREIDEL,” all dressed as 
KWANZAA CANDLES, EXCEPT MADDIE. 


Amy rushes through the back doors, her abrupt presence SHHH’D by 
other attendees. She walks into the auditorium a few rows, 
stopping next to Steve, who takes a video with his phone. Steve 
looks conspicuously to the performance, then back to Amy. 


STEVE 
You got something against Kwanzaa? 


Amy helplessly soaks in yet another embarrassment, her heart 
breaking at her daughter’s DISCOMFORT. 


INT. BACKSTAGE — LATER 


Post-show bedlam. Students dressed like ABOMINABLE SNOWMEN in 
NUTCRACKER HATS and HASIDIC NORTH POLE ELVES are herded by 
teachers, talk to parents, horseplay with each other, etc. Amy 
scans the hodge-podge of youth: none of her kids are present. 


EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT — MOMENTS LATER 


Amy creeps through dark rows of parked cars. A TEENAGE CHUCKLE 
unmistakably echoes to her from across the way. She approaches a 
gander of hoodie-and-khaki clad LANKY TEENS, Tyler among them. 


She sees he holds a PLASTIC BABY JESUS turned into a BONG. 
Friend LEONARD COUGHS, SMOKE pluming from his mouth. 


AMY 
Are you smoking weed? You’re smok- 
ing weed out of our Baby Jesus?! 


The teens, mortified, look back to her pathetically. 


LEONARD 
Do you want a hit? 


Leonard holds out the bong for Amy, but she grabs it and throws 
it across the parking lot. 


TYLER 
MOM! Can we talk about this later? 
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AMY 
NO! God, I can’t handle anything 
more today. Let’s just pretend 
this never happened. Have you seen 
Hayley or Maddie? 


TYLER 
Yeah. 


Amy looks to him expectantly, but he is, after all, stoned. 


AMY 
WHERE, son? I just searched high 
and low backstage. 


JOHNNY 
High and low, nice Ms. B. 


AMY 
Shut up Johnny. 


TYLER 
Maybe they left? 


AMY 
Left? With who? 


TYLER 
Dad. He offered for me to come 
too, but I’m crashing at Chester’s 
tonight. 


Exasperated, Amy walks off. The stoned teens look to each other. 


LEONARD 
Dude, your mom just caught you 
smoking weed and doesn’t give an 
F. That’s awesome. 


TYLER 
Yeah. My mom’s pretty cool. Good 
thing she didn’t see we put the carb 
in Baby Jesus’s butthole though. 
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INT. CTA RED LINE TRAIN CAR — LATER 


Amy, seething, sits amongst a happy throng of satisfied families 
and holiday-type people: glamorous clothes, glitzy shopping 
bags, happy children, delicious hot chocolates. It’s a fuckin’ 
Josh Groban Christmas Album Music Video up in here. 


EXT. RACINE STREET — CHICAGO NORTH SIDE (LINCOLN PARK) — LATER 


Amy charges down the street, up to the steps of an old brick 
TWO-FLAT. She buzzes the call box: NO RESPONSE. She steps back 
out to the street and looks up to the DARKENED UPSTAIRS WINDOWS. 


AMY 
Ron! Girls! 
(a beat, to herself) 
Son of a bitch. 


EXT. BACK OF TWO-FLAT — CONTINUOUS 


Amy comes around the back through the side gangway and climbs 
the rickety wooden porch stairs, past the first floor back 
balcony, up to the second. She BANGS on the flimsy exterior 
porch door, rattling it within its frame. 


AMY 
RON! Open up! I know you’re in 
there, you bastard! 


She YELLS and BANGS HARDER and HARDER! She is a woman POSSESSED! 


INT. RON’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS 


SLAM! The back door is KICKED IN! The apartment is ominously 
dark, quiet, and EMPTY: no furniture in the kitchen. Amy, 
mellowed by the solitude, steps further into the apartment. 


INT. RON’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS 
Step by cautious step, Amy wanders through an EMPTY DINING ROOM 


into an EMPTY LIVING ROOM. Just carpet and drapes, faint glows 
of neighboring Christmas lights diffused through smudgy windows. 
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In the BATHROOM, slivers of bar soap, a lone toothbrush, and 
travel size toothpastes litter the sink. 


In the BEDROOM, a sleeping bag, ratty pillow and blanket lie on 
the bare hardwood floor. IN a corner, an outdated PC COMPUTER 
sits, with mismatched second-hand keyboard and mouse. Just a 
couple suits and rando piles of clothes are in the closet. 


INT. RON'S KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS 


Amy opens the fridge: a LONE JAR OF MUSTARD sits in the 
otherwise deserted fridge. The WHITE GLOW from the fridge 
illuminates the kitchen a bit. Amy notices something on the 
freezer exterior above the fridge. She looks closer: 


P.O.V. AMY — CONTINUOUS 


Taped to the fridge are SEVERAL PHOTOGRAPHS OF RON WITH THE 
KIDS. Some older, with Amy in them too: at the beach in 
Michigan, at school events, at holidays, just screwing around. 
Others more recent, without Amy: the zoo, miniature golf, etc. 


BACK TO SCENE — AMY — CONTINUOUS 


Amy continues to inspect the fridge, as SOMETHING slowly becomes 
apparent to her. She HEARS the commentary of everyone, slowly 
revealing the truth that’s been in front of her this whole time: 


NELLIE (V.O.) 

...my folks split up when I was 

young and the holidays were 

tough... 

RON (V.O.) 
I pay you alimony, I pay three 
private school tuitions, you 
kept the house... 
AMY (V.O.) 

Right, I forgot with you there’s 

always three or four major lies 

up in the air... 

HAYLEY (V.O.) 

... I'd move in sooner but Dad 
said his place isn’t ready yet. 


97 


UNCLE TOMMY (V.O.) 
I think Ron pawned all the 
Craftsmen when he moved out. 
STEVE (V.O.) 
Bummer about her and Ron. He was 
an all right guy. 
RON (V.O.) 
Hayley, don’t lie to your mom. 
TYLER (V.O.) 
... I don’t want dad to teabag my 
avatar if I’m late! 
UNCLE TOMMY (V.O.) 
Mustard is a great high-calorie 
staple when you’re living ona 
very limited budget! 
RON (V.O.) 
I wish we could have talked 
about it before you suddenly 
filed... 
RON (V.O.) 
I’m there for Hayley, and for 
Tyler and Maddie. Sometimes 
that’s all I can be, is there 
for them... 


RON IS POOR and totally putting on airs. But also, he really 
loves his family. He’s even got one of their WEDDING PHOTOS on 
the freezer. And now that she thinks about it: his khaki getup 
today — weren’t employees at the clothing store wearing that? 


Silent BLUE and RED PULSES ignite the back porch area. The 
SILHOUETTES of POLICE, GUNS DRAWN, creep into the kitchen. Amy 
doesn’t notice, or doesn’t care, rapt in her reverie of all her 
assumptions being obliterated by Rotten Ron’s Golden Heart. 


EXT. RON’S TWO-FLAT — MOMENTS LATER 

The police lead Amy, handcuffed, to a squad car. The pajama-clad 
neighborhood watches: families, couples, children, even a grimy 
MASTURBATING HOMELESS MAN. They all JUDGE Amy, the cheater, the 
breaker-and-enterer, the thief, the Grinch, the villain. 


INT. JAVIER’S BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS 


POST-COITAL, Nellie and Javier cuddle under the sheets, sharing 
a MARIJUANA PEN. 
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Now, his YOUTH is apparent: his room — pretty clearly a juvenile 
bedroom in a house — is cluttered and fratty. He cues up 
PENTATONIX’S “I'LL BE HOME FOR CHRISTMAS” via Bluetooth. 


JAVIER 
Wow. You DID have a lot of stress. 


NELLIE 
Play your cards right, I might 
have more. 


Nellie takes his phone and cues up MARIAH CAREY’S “ALL I WANT 
FOR CHRISTMAS.” 


JAVIER 
You sure it’s okay I haven’t moved 
out yet? We could have gone to 
your place. 


NELLIE 
This place was closer. And I like 
this neighborhood. 


JAVIER 
You’ve been around here before? 


NELLIE 
I’ve been around most blocks a 
couple times. But yeah, I know the 
area. 


JAVIER 
And you don’t mind I’m younger? 


She smiles, charmed by his newfound vulnerability. 


NELLIE 
Age is just a number, Hun. And a 
good man is hard to find. I’m 
hoping you stick around for a 
little while. 


JAVIER 
Shit, I’m already making Valentine’s 


Day plans. 


Nellie looks to him seriously. She decides to bite the bullet: 


NELLIE 
My friend, who I was with earlier 
today? She wasn’t very nice. Or, 
really, she let someone else be 
not very nice to me. She’s going 
through a lot, and I’ve been 
trying to...I don’t know, give her 
space, but also be there for her? 


JAVIER 
Sounds like you’re doing both of 
the right things. And maybe she’s 
a little confused about what the 
right thing is? 


NELLIE 
Yeah, she’s definitely confused. 


JAVIER 
Good for you for realizing she’s 
not, like, trying to be mean. 


NELLIE 
Yeah. But when will she realize 
she’s still hurting my feelings? 


JAVIER 
That’s not really up to you. Maybe 
you should do less. And hope she 
comes to her senses. 


NELLIE 
That'll take a miracle. 


JAVIER 
It’s Christmas! It’s the time of 
miracles. 


They both smile. The DOOR SWINGS OPEN. Behind it: SYLVIA! 


SYLVIA 
Hola, mijOOHHH MY GOD NO!!! 


JAVIER 
MOM! !!! I thought we talked about 
this!?!?! KNOCK!!!! 
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Javier, embarrassed, jumps out of bed and scurries into his 
bathroom, SLAMMING the door. Nellie sits in bed calmly, a 
KNOWING SMIRK on her face. Steely-eyed, she stares down Sylvia, 
who is paralyzed by Nellie’s very presence. 


NELLIE 
Now this is a miracle. 


Nellie finally has Sylvia vulnerable. She slips out of bed and 
slips on her jeans. 


NELLIE (CONT’D) 
He’s a great kid. He’s so, kind. 
And very. Very. Generous. 


Sylvia is disgusted, but still immobilized. Nellie’s cardigan 
goes over her head. 


NELLIE (CONT’D) 
If he was mine, I wouldn’t want 
him to get mixed up with someone 
from...y’know, the wrong side of 
the tracks? 


On go her boots as she drifts around the bed, towards Sylvia. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
“Ain’t no changing how you were 
raised, or who raised you.” I 
wonder if you really believe that. 


She puts on her coat and scarf. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
Cuz if you do, then you have to 
admit your son is no better than 
the people he associates with, who 
are so. Far. Below you. 


Nellie cinches up her scarf neatly and plops her beanie on top 
of her head. She is nose to nose with the apoplectic Sylvia. 


NELLIE (CONT'D) 
And if you don’t, then you have to 
admit that everything he is — 
decent, happy, genuine — is 
everything you’re not. 
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Nellie turns out of the room. To Javier, chipper and seductive: 


NELLIE (CONT’D) 
Call me! 


“ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS, IS YOUUUUU...” 


INT. JAIL CELL — LATER 


Amy sits in a GROUP CELL, a few more scofflaws scattered about. 
A COMMOTION comes down the hallway: A NEW INMATE, struggling 
against and verbally sparring with OFFICERS. They force him into 
the cell, tossing more degrading barbs at him as they walk away. 


The new occupant lumbers in and sits next to Amy. It is the fake 
Santa, PETE SHOTGUN. He wears soiled Santa bottoms, his eyes are 
red, he sweats; he is a TOTAL MESS. Amy looks at him, concerned. 


AMY 
What happened to you? 


He looks to her. It takes a minute for him to RECOGNIZE her, but 
then he lets his guard down, dropping his antagonistic bravado. 


PETE 
I had a house call tonight. Some 
juvenile delinquent’s mother 
THINKS she catches me going 
through her underwear drawer and 
tae kwon do’s me right out of her 
bedroom window! 


AMY 
Who'd of thought something could 
go wrong running a child-abuse- 
for-hire racket. 


PETE 
I’m not a child abuser! I sneak 
into kids’ bedrooms in the middle 
of the night, in a disguise, loom 
over their bed and when they awake, 
scream at them about how they’re 
unloved — a little respect, please. 


He is harsh and combative. Amy abandons him, but then turns back 
to him. 
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AMY 
Did Bubbles make it home? 


PETE 
Safe and sound. Heard you did a 
little damage down the block. 


AMY 
From who? 


PETE 
Sylvia. She came back and bought 
that second Mr. Klipples. Flipped 
it on Craigslist before she even 
left my place. 


Spurned, Amy stares off, a new level of Sylvia's selfishness 
exposed. 


PETE (CONT’D) 
That why you’re here? Battle Royale 
with the ginger homeless tweaker? 


AMY 
First of all, he’s not homeless. 
And no, I’m here because I broke 
into my ex’s place. At least I 
think that’s why I’m here... 
Christ, why am I here? I’ve done 
so much terrible shit today. 


PETE 
Hey, it’s the holidays. People get 
desperate, they do crazy shit. 


AMY 
But this is exactly the time of 
year I should be doing the 
opposite. 


PETE 
That’s where you’re wrong. 


She looks to him. He knows she needs him to elaborate. 


Amy straightens up and faces him. He might be onto something. 


The other INMATES take note of his oratory as well. They lean 
listening. A GUARD leans in from the other side of the bars. 


in, 


PETE (CONT'D) 
You realize why I have a business 
model at all? This is the only 
time of year folks actually try to 
discipline their kids. But they’re 
too scared to play the bad guy, so 
they bring me in for the dirty 
work. Good intentions versus lazy 
execution — it’s just too much 
time and effort to do the right 
thing, so the right thing gets 
outsourced to a contract job. 


PETE (CONT’D) 
You’re not supposed to be nice to 
people because it’s the Holidays. 
But this is the only time of year 
where we expect some goodwill out 
of each other. Our social contract 
for basic human decency has an 
expiration date. At the end of 
every year, we get to see the best 
of mankind, we get to feel 
kindness, warmth. And New Year’s is 
right around the corner, everyone 
swears up and down they'll be a 
better person, volunteer more, quit 
drinking, get healthy, call their 
parents, be less selfish and what 
do we do? We wait until next 
Thanksgiving to remember it’s time 
to change. 


PETE (CONT’D) 
The Holidays show us the World the 
way the World should be all the 
time. ‘Peace on Earth!’ ‘Goodwill 
to Man!’ Are these short term 
suggestions? Forgiveness, patience, 
respect, love! Regardless of 
somebody’s creed or color or 
baseball team or what they’ve done 
to piss you off — there’s (MORE) 
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PETE (CONT'D) 
no expiration date on that! Every 
year I hope...maybe this is the 
year we'll keep acting that way 
after the snow melts and the 
wrapping paper is thrown away... 


His voice is down almost to a whisper. He truly feels the lost 
potential of humanity, the touching flashes of love and 
camaraderie, blotted out by the aching fog of selfishness and 
disregard. Amy, moved, places a hand on his shoulder. 


AMY 
You are so...wise... 


PETE 
Nah, I’m not wise. I’m,...you 
wanna know the truth? 


She nods tenderly, eagerly. 


PETE (CONT'D) 
I am HIIIIIIIIIGH as balls right 
now... 


GUARD 
Okay, Brannigan, you’re free to go. 


Amy stands and rushes to the bars expectantly, almost smiling. 


AMY 
I’m Amy Brannigan. Did someone 
post my bail? 


GUARD 
No, we spoke to the homeowner. 
He’s declining to press charges. 


Amy is confused, but also touched by Ron’s mercy. The heavy iron 
door slides open. She EXITS. 
INT. AMY’S HOUSE — LATER 


It’s dark. Amy trudges into the kitchen. She makes the rounds 
throughout the house, checking on ALL THE EMPTY BEDROOMS. 
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INT. AMY'S LIVING ROOM — NIGHT 


Amy slumps into her couch. Surrounding her is an undecorated 
tree, an old LIONEL MODEL TRAIN, ornaments, stockings, old photo 
albums and cookbooks, etc. SILENT TEARS spill down Amy’s cheeks. 
She is alone and scared. 


She eases into a proper cry, burying her head in her hands. From 
outside, a rogue HALLOWEEN SKELETON, still tethered to the 
house, twists in the wind, looking in on Amy's sad conclusion. 


FADE TO BLACK: 


CLARA SNOW (V.O.) 
..-Authorities are scrambling to 
identify the families affected... 


FADE IN: 


INT. AMY'S LIVING ROOM — DAYTIME — CHRISTMAS MORNING 


Clara Snow is on a NEWS BROADCAST, standing outside of a 
GOVERNMENT BUILDING. The lower third CHYRON reads: “MR. KLIPPLES 
DOLL HACKED — EMERGENCY RECALL ISSUED — IS YOUR PRIVACY SAFE?” 


CLARA SNOW (CONT'D) 
.. or when the hack first occurred. 
The nationwide recall of the wildly 
popular Mr. Klipples Doll was 
issued this week after it was 
discovered the toy’s computer 
interface has been videotaping 
homes, spying on WiFi networks and 
accessing personal banking data- 


CLICK! Off goes the T.V. Amy’s living room is BUSTLING and 
ENERGETIC like on Thanksgiving. All the usual characters are 
there. The DECORATIONS ARE OVER THE TOP as usual, but joyful and 
fun: garland, lights, stuffed reindeer, lots of fake snow, etc. 


Amy is subdued — not quite fairy-tale levels of optimism — but 
still happy and positive. 


AMY 
Okay, presents everyone! 
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They’ve been waiting for this! All the kids (and many Aunts and 
Uncles) rip, tear, unbox, unsheathe and otherwise expose their 
loot beneath crinkly sparkly colorful wrapping paper. 


Amy leans against a wall with Uncle Danny, watching the 
spectacle. Tyler rifles through his stocking, pulling out the 
FAKE POO AND PUKE, etc. 


TYLER 
Oh, yes! Prank dog turds! 


UNCLE MIKE 
Oh man, I want those! 


Across the room, Maddie unboxes the OLD LIONEL MODEL TRAIN. She 
is enamored of it, holding up the heavy engine, as light 
shimmers off its authentic chrome. 


MADDIE 
wowww! 


UNCLE DANNY 
Is that dad’s old train? You used 
to love that thing growing up. 


They look to Maddie, joyfully pulling more and more colorful 
toys out of the box — little people, buildings, train cars. 


AMY 
Now Maddie loves it. I always was 
a fan of Holiday traditions. 


Hayley unwraps a SMALL PACKAGE. 


HAYLEY 
It’s a...online DNA test. 


UNCLE TOMMY 
THAT'S RIGHT! Now you're gonna 
take that test and we’re all gonna 
know that I NEVER killed ANYBODY! 


AMY 
Okay, this is going well. Speaking 
of holiday traditions... 


KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! 
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EXT. STEVE’S FRONT DOOR — LATER 


Steve’s decorative nativity scene features a chubby, childish 
LEPRECHAUN where Baby Jesus should be. He opens his door to Amy, 
who smiles and holds a BAKING TRAY with ALUMINUM FOIL over it. 
He is less than thrilled to see her. 


AMY 
Merry Christmas. 

STEVE 
Mmm. 

AMY 


Here’s some Ooey-Gooey Pumpkin 
Butter cake. 


STEVE 
No thanks. I picked up some 
pumpkin spice cream cheese and 
whole wheat tortillas, so we’re 


good. 
AMY 
Really? 
No, not really. 
STEVE 
Merry Christmas, Amy. I'll seeya 
around. 
AMY 


Steve, wait. I messed up. I took 
you for granted, I treated you like 
shit. I don’t deserve to get your 
friendship back. And I know my word 
probably isn’t worth much, but...I 
want to be a better friend. 


She holds out the baking pan again. Steve softens and takes it, 
peeling off the aluminum foil. 
P.O.V. STEVE — CONTINUOUS 


Within the pan is not cake, but a single sheet of paper: 


a PHOTOCOPY of an old-school, homemade cookbook handwritten 
recipe: “BRANNIGAN BAKED OOEY-GOOEY PUMPKIN BUTTER CAKE.” 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 
He looks to her, overjoyed. She smiles knowingly. 


STEVE 
The recipe? 


She turns to leave, but he calls after her. 


STEVE (CONT'D) 
Hey, Amy. Uh...thanks. I can’t 
believe I’m saying this but, 
thanks for Black Friday. Everybody 
loved their presents this year. 


AMY 
Good...I’m happy. 


STEVE 
Maybe a little too much. Tanya’s 
karaoke machine has been going 
nonstop for 5 hours. 


She laughs. 
STEVE (CONT’D) 
How about we bring it by your 
place later? Maybe even let Maddie 
keep it for a few days? 
AMY 
That would be great. You’re always 


welcome, anytime. 


They both smile widely, a chasm repaired between them. 


INT. AMY'S KITCHEN — MOMENTS LATER 


Amy, relieved, walks into her kitchen through the back door. 


HAYLEY is there. Amy is almost a little surprised to see her. 


AMY 
Hey. 
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HAYLEY 
Hi. I wanted to say thanks for 
inviting Dad today. I bet that 
wasn’t easy. 


AMY 
Of course. 


HAYLEY 
He said...you guys talked about me 
moving in with him? 


AMY 
Not really. 


This disappoints Hayley. Amy takes a deep breath. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
-.--But I suggested all three of us 
talk about it...some other time. 


Hayley smiles, trying to hide her excitement. She turns and 
leaves. Amy exhales, extinguishes a flash of motherly loss, and 
turns to look out her windows: 


P.O.V. AMY — CONTINUOUS 


Across the street at SYLVIA’s HOUSE, F.B.I. AGENTS carefully 
carry a corrupted MR. KLIPPLES DOLL out of the front door. 
Sylvia BERATES the Feds for ruining her family’s Christmas, as 
her small DAUGHTER SOBS uncontrollably at the loss of her toy. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Amy swallows a teeny smirk of satisfaction. She turns away from 
the windows. Hayley is RIGHT THERE, and without prompt she HUGS 
her mom, holding her close, lingering with the tender contact. 
Hayley mutters into her mom’s shoulder and hair: 


HAYLEY 
Thank you, Mom. I love you. 


Before Amy can respond, Hayley peels herself away and quickly 
shuffles out of the room. 
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NELLIE stands across the hallway in the T.V. room. She smiles at 
Amy proudly and walks into the kitchen. 


AMY 
You were right about the fake 
vomit. 
NELLIE 


Told ya. Hope that counts as a 
twofer for your gift, too. 


AMY 
Absolutely. After all your help 
returning my Black Friday stuff? 
No gifts necessary. 
(a beat) 
But I got you something... 


She hands over a SMALL PACKAGE. Nellie gives her a “you didn’t 
have to” glance, but also eagerly begins opening it up. Amy 
interrupts, struggling against emotion to express herself: 


AMY (CONT’D) 
I’ve known you since 1%* grade, 
Nellie. You’ve always been there 
for me. I’m sorry I wasn’t there 
for you. 


NELLIE 
Amy, you and your parents? Your 
brothers, your kids, even Ron? You 
gave me a home. You’ve been there 
for me even when you didn’t know it. 


They both need a moment to swallow their raw vulnerability. 
Nellie exhales, then dives back into her present. She reveals a 
STYLIZED COFFEE MUG with the word “THICC” painted across it in 
edgy font. Nellie chuckles. They HUG. 


INT. AMY’S LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 
The Aunts and Uncles all unwrap SMALL BOXES, each one containing 


one of the SMALL RUBBER BAKING SPATULAS from Williams-Sonoma. 
They all exchange odd, confused looks with one another. 
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INT. AMY'S LIVING ROOM — NIGHT — LATER 


The Christmas party is in full swing: Tyler helps an ecstatic 
Maddie run the now set-up LIONEL TRAIN; she squeals as it takes 
laps around the stoutly-decorated TREE. 


Steve and Uncle Tommy sing Christmas carols on the KARAOKE 
MACHINE; Steve’s FAMILY laughs hysterically at their theatrics. 


Nellie and Javier share a dessert — one plate, two forks. 


Hayley sits comfortably on a couch with Ron, talking and 
laughing. Amy watches them. Ron turns to her and meets her gaze. 
He TOASTS her with a CUP OF COFFEE — a hello, a thank you, a 
peace offering. Amy returns with a TRUE, SERENE SMILE. 


It’s a Merry Christmas for all: the tree is decorated, the 
presents are bomb, the fireplace — Tyler’s fake dog turd sitting 
next to it — ROARS. 


WHUMP! Into the perfect conflagration lands a limp, almost-brand 
new CHICAGO BEARS FOOTBALL JERSEY. 


UNCLE MIKE (0.S.) 
God DAMN this USELESS holiday! 


THE END 


